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POEMS. 

THE    TRTJE    LIFE; 

A  EHYMED  SEEMON, 
DEUYEKED    ON   SEVEEAL   OCCASIONS. 

In  earlier  days,  before  life's  troubled  sea 
Had  oped  the  vortex  of  iis  cares  for  me  ; 
When,  to  ray  youthful  and  enraptured  glance. 
Stretched  out  afar  its  beautiful  expanse. 
Luring  the  voyager,  by  the  charming  scene. 
To  iaxmch  forth,  hopeful,  on  its  breast  serene  ; 
When  youth  was  fresh,  and  boyhood  could  descry 
No  cloud  of  threat'ning  in  the  distant  sky  ; 
Wlien,  unencumbered  with  the  toils  of  life, 
Its  ■whirl  of  business,  and  incessant  strife. 
The  hours  aped  on,  with  grateful  leisure  frat^lit. 
With  scope  for  fancy  and  untrammeled  thoi^ht ; 
Freedom  to  stroll  through  Academus'  shades, 
To  con  the  classics,  and  to  woo  the  maids ; 
Each  winged  pleasure  in  its  flight  to  seize, 
And  idly  wanton  in  the  lap  of  ease  ; 
Ah,  then,  my  muse  !  in  many  a  rhythmic  line, 
Gave  I  ray  offerings  at  thy  sacred  shrino  ! 
(11) 
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In  many  a  sonnet,  fashioned  by  thine  aid, 
Some  new  Dnlcinoa  saw  her  charms  portrayed ; 
O'er  many  a  pun,  in  sportiye  numbers  drest. 
My  list'ning  chum  applauded  with  a  zest ; 
To  many  a  crude  eoneeption  of  the  brain, 
Provoking  miitliful,  or  satiric  strain. 
Reserved  from  Fancy's  evanescent  throng — 
Thou  gav'st  a  being,  and  a  garb,  in  song. 

Hemorseless  years  !  amid  whose  length'ning  train, 

O'er  the  broad  waste  of  time's  extended  plain. 

Close  on  your  footsteps,  in  a  concourse  vast, 

Stalli  the  weird  spectres  of  the  fading  Past ; 

IVIark  ye,  how  yonder,  in  despairing  gloom, 

What  splendid  hopes  have  fomid  their  early  iomb ! 

See  in  those  forms,  mth  cypress  wreaths  ent^vined, 

What  tearful  mem'ries  ye  have  left  behind ! 

See,  fallen  prosti^ate  with  insensate  clods. 

The  crumbled  rehcs  of  those  household  gods  1 

See  brave  resolves,  begot  ia  pomp  and  state, 

Consigned  in  silence  to  an  early  fate  ; 

See  grand  beginnings  vanish  into  air, — 

Tho  things   that   were,   and  not   the    things    that 

wear- 
See  even  Genius  veil  its  sabred  fii-e. 
Its  flame,  uncherished,  suffered  to  expire  ; 
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SeB  many  a  wild,  yet  beautiful  idea, — 

Too  tranecendental  for  our  mundane  sphere, — 

Nipped  at  its  budding,  in  a  soul  intent 

On  notions  coupled  with  their— ten  per  cent. ! 

To  deal  with  facts  ;^to  banish  earlier  dreams  ; 
To  clutch  the  baubles  which  the  world  esteems ; 
To  grasp  the  work-day,  "  practical "  ideas, 
~W&  enslave  the  thought,  and  dedicate  the  years  ! 
In  sharp  pursuit  of  worldly  fame,  or  pelf, 
Our  first  is  bartered  for  our  second  self. 
•  Unlike,  dissentient,  when  we  join  the  two, 
Our  hfe  entire  is  monstrous  to  the  view. 
No  graceful  outUno,  no  symmetric  whole 
Attests  the  healthful  progress  of  the  soul. 
No  pleasing  fitness  of  the  parts  combined. 
Shows  the  true  culture  of  th'  immortal  mind. 
So  oft  we  note,  in  our  maturer  years. 
How  faint  a  semblance  of  our  youth  appears. 
"We  cheat  our  nature  of  its  first  estate; 
Some  powers  we  fetter ;  some  we  stimulate. 
Some  tastes  we  stifle,  which  the  soul  prefers. 
To  please  our  clients,  or  our  customers. 
Some    light,    mayhap,    which    we    were    bom    to 

shed, 
"We  cloak  and  smother,  for  the  sake  of  bread ; 
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While  some  lone  talont, — singled  out,  perchance, 
The  veriesfe  creature  of  a  ciroumstancej — 
We  task  and  torture  to  our  being's  end, 
Because,  forsooth,  it  yields — a  dividend ! 

Not  so,  the  great,  eternal  Source  of  mind, 

Its  education  and  its  growth  designed. 

To  use  not  one,  but  all  His  gifts  to  man. 

Is  to  fulfill  the  -wise  creative  plan, 

No  Tain  appendage — no  superfluous  taste. 

No  talent  given  for  neglect  or  waste, 

Game  from  His  hand,  who  graciously  imbued 

Man  -with  His  essence,  and  pronounced  him  good. 

The  dearest  homage  which  the  soul  can  show- 
To  its  great  Author,  is,  itself  to  know. 
Itself  to  cherish  and  develop  here. 
As  ripi^ning  only  for  a  higher  sphere. 
As  but  rehearsing  on  the  stage  of  time, 
For  that  grand  Drama — awful  and  sublime— 
When  the  vast  Drop-scene  shall  be  rolled  away, 
The  glorious  Hereafter  to  display ! 
When  Heaven's  full  orchestra  their  strain  begin. 
And  the  Forever  shall  be  nshered  in ! 

The  sure  philosophy  of  life  to  learn, 
And  then  to  practice,  is  onr  chief  concern. 
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The  -wisest,  happiest  method  to  piiraue ; 

To  shun  the  false— to  cultivate  the  true. 

Not  all  ohke,  in  power,  and  skill,  and  grace, 

Hath  the  great  God  endowed  the  Iiiiman  race  ;— 

Some,  life's  abstruser  mysteries  may  sound, 

And  tread  the  caverns  of  the  deep  profound ; 

Others,  on  Fancy's  airy  wing  may  fly 

To  scenes  unwitnessed  by  the  vulgar  eye. 

Some,  'neath  the  lordly  portals  of  the  brain, 

Their  royal  visitants  may  entertain  ; 

Guests,  that  from  far  ideal  realms  have  come. 

To  find  with  mortals  a  congenial  home. 

Kot  all,  alike,  in  goodly  shape,  and  fair. 

The  tabernacle  of  the  Soul  prepare. 

Profuse  with  decoration— fitly  wrought 

To  wait  th'  indwelling  of  the  new-born  thought ; 

Tot  'tis  no  partial  Hand  that  first  outpours 

Upon  our  race  these  intellectual  stores ; 

Nor  hath  thy  fellow  reason  to  avow 

Himself  more  blest,  more  fortunate,  than  thou. 

Each,  in  his  own  unique,  peculiar  plan, 

Hatli  the  beginnings  of  a  perfect  man. 

Nay,  e'en  the  basest  brother  of  our  kind, 

In  the  recesses  of  his  dormant  mind, 

Some  germs — all  undeveloped — may  behold, 

Which  might  have  reproduced  an  hundred  fold. 
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Blame  thou  not  Nature,  but  thy  froward  will, 
Who  fail'st  a  glorious  mission  to  fulfill. 
To  thino  own  self,  and  Nature's  laws  be  ii-ue  ; 
Keep  life's  great  pui'pose  in  thy  constant  view ; 
Live  less  for  Timo,  nor  set  aueh  priceless  store 
By  paltry  pebbles  on  the  barren  shore, 
But  lift  thy  gaze,  0  mortal  I  to  descry 
The  boundless  ocean  and  the  starry  sky. 
Learn  weU  the  mysteries  of  tliy  first  degree ; 
Conform  what  is,  to  that  which  is  to  be ; 
So,  when  thy  brief  apprenticeship  shall  end, 
Prom  corner-stone  and  base  thou  may'st  ascend ; 
In  grand  proportions  may  thy  structure  rise — 
Its  lofty  towers  upreared  against  the  skies — 
Till,  master-builder,  lastly  thou  shalt  come 
To  crown  thy  lifo-work  with  its  lordly  dome  I 

In  the  great  reek'ning  at  the  final  day, 
"When  the  recording  angel  shall  display 
The  grand  sum-total ;  and  our  life  appears 
By  thoughts  computed — not  by  length  of  years — 
That  life  the  truest  and  the  best  may  seem, 
Which  mortals  scoffed  at,  aa  an  idle  dream. 
Perchance  the  dreamer,  disenthralled,  shall  stand 
Preferred  disciple,  at  his  Lord's  right  hand ; 
Wlnle  hover  'neath  the  empyrean  sides. 
Souls  of  the  thriifty,  and  the  worldly-wise  I 
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Thrice  blest  tbo  pilgrim  on  Life's  tliorDj  road, 
■Which  leads  him  onward  to  his  long  abode, 
"Who,  while  he  fails  not  duly  to  bestow 
A  jnst  attention  to  affairs  below, 
Ecgards  these  only  at  their  real  worth, 
Nor  barters  heaven  for  a  patch  of  earth. 
■Who  ne'er  forgets,  amid  liis  round  of  toil, 
How  unsubstantial  is  this  mortal  coil. 
With  ready  \vill,  to  eani  his  bread  attends, 
But  ne'er  confounds  hfe's  means  with  life's  great  ends. 
•  "Who  deems  it  not  man's  paramount  pursuit 
To  build  a  factory,  or  to  make  a  boot ; 
Nor  thints  bis  duty  hath  been  wholly  done, 
"Who  leaves  a  fortune  to  his  darlusg  son. 
Who  loves  to  search  within  his  storied  mmd. 
Some  sparkling  jewel  of  a  thoi^ht  to  find. 
Who  keeps  some  inner  chamber  of  the  heart 
From  life's  concerns  and  cankering  ills  apart, 
Where,  oft  withdrawii^,  weary  and  depressed, 
His  spuit  finds  a  solace,  and  a  rest. 
Who  glads  the  ear  with  music,  and  the  eye 
With  forms  of  beauty  loves  to  gratify. 
Wlio  walks  with  sages  that  have  gone  before, 
And  treads  a  measure  with  the  bards  (>t  yore. 
Who  loves  at  times  in  cheerful  way  to  spend 
A  social  evening  with  a  pleasant  friend. 
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"Wlio  prizes  books,  and  sediiloualy  hoeds 
The  -word  of  truth  he  gamers  as  he  reads. 
Loves  a  bright  hearth,  witli  happy  faces  round ; 
A  family  board,  with  -wholesome  plenty  crowned ; 
Loves  to  do  ahns ;  promotes  each  noble  causo  ; 
Communes  with  nature,  and  reveres  her  laws ; 
Free  from  the  touch  of  time's  corroding  tooth, 
Learns  the  choice  secret  of  eternal  youth  ; 
Learns  to  subdue  each  rebel  passion's  rage, 
And  glides  from  manhood  to  sei-ene  old  age. 
In  fine,  who  hves  a  hfe  of  generous  aim ; 
Lives  not  alone  for  power,  or  wealth,  or  fame ; 
Lives  to  develop  a^  a  perfect  whole 
The  various  traits  that  constitute  the  soul ; 
So,  at  the  harvest- time,  himself  to  yield 
A  sheaf,  well  ripened,  in  the  Master's- field. 

I  know,  tlie  world,  time-servient,  disagrees 
With  vain  ideas  and  heresies  like  these  ; 
I  know  f uU  well  what  sages  will  dissent 
From  such  a  strain  of  idle  sentiment ; 
I  luiow  the  proverbs  of  the  worldly-wise, 
What  plans  of  thought  and  action  they  advise  ; 
How  small  the  orbit,  how  confined  the  groove. 
Within  whose  limits  they  exhort  to  move  ; 
But  I  believe,  the  two  extremes  between. 
Our  better  sense  may  find  the  golden  mean. 
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Thdt  while  avoiding  a  contracted  sphere, 
Which  quite  absorbs  ua  in  its  one  idea ; 
And  while,  with  lito  disfavor,  we  disown 
The  jack-at-aU-trades,  or  the  lazy  drone  ; 
A  liberal  course  our  steps  may  still  pursue, 
To  human  kind,  and  human  nature,  true. 

Poor  slave  of  Mammon !  though  thy  sordid  brain 
Bo  steeped  with  lust  of  pleasure  or  of  gain ; 
Withiu  thy  bosom  thou  may'st  yefc  behold 
A    wealth    more    precious     than    thy   heaps     of 

gold. 
A  gem  so  brilHant,  it  can  far  outshine 
The  choicest  product  of  Golconda's  mine. 
A  vital  spark  from  the  celestial  flame, 
Which  now  and  ever  must  exist  the  same. 
It  is  thy  soul ;  to  slavish  bondage  doomed — 
Nay,  'tis  thyself,  O  man !  thou  has  entombed  I 
See  with  what  layers  of  avarice  and  of  gmlt. 
Thine  own  dark  sepulchre  thyself  hast  built ! 
See  how  thy  purer  hopes  and  joys  have  fled 
To  habitations  of  the  early  dead  ! 
See  life's  sweet  graces,  its  emotions  kiud. 
The  holy  tics  that  love  and  friendship  bind ; 
Th'  inspiring  glories  of  creation, — all 
Shut  out  and  banished  from  thy  prison  wall ! 
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See,  one  by  one,  the  harsh  obstnicfciona  roll 

Bef oro  the  windows  of  thy  buried  soul ! 

One  opening  still  admits  its  ghostly  hght, 

To  show  the  rain,  to  appal  the  sight ;— - 

Ah !  'tis  thy  faithful  memory !  would' st  thou  gaze 

Out  from  thy  dungeon  at  those  earlier  days  ? 

One    glance,  remorseful,   sorrowing,   wouldst   thon 

cast 
Along  the  mournful  viata  of  the  past? 
See  then  thy  childhood,  with  its  sports  beguiled ; 
By  selfish  care  and  avarice  undefiled ; 
Its  golden  moments,  pure  and  unalloyed. 
In  guileless  thoughts  and  gentle  deeds  employed. 
See  thy  bark  launched  on  youth's  enticing  stream. 
Whose  ripples  glisten  'neath  the  moming  beam  ; 
See  the  glad  banks  in  Yernal  freshness  bloom, 
And  flowers  that  breathe  a  rayishing  perfume  ; 
While  Hope — the  siren— to  the  voyager  sin^. 
And  beck'ning  onward,  waves  her  shining  wii^. 

Well  might  thy  vision  seek  to  linger  there, 
Amid  a  scene  so  bright,  so  passing  fair ! 
Fain  wouldst  thou  deem  the  picture  all  complete,—- 
No  mortal  life  could  hail  a  dawn  more  sweet, — 
But  look !  how  soon  the  swelling  stream  runs  high, 
The  storm-king  threatens  in  the  angry  sky ; 
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Ths  troubled  waYes  their  cheerless  banks  diyicle, 
■While  the  sad  Hours  stand  up  on  either  side. 
To  tell  the  number  of  thy  past  misdeeds, 
Like  hooded  friars,  counting  o'er  their  beads  ! 


Could  we  unlock  theic  chambers,  and  d 
In  human  heai'ts,  their  multitude  of  woes  ; 
Could  we  but  half  the  agonies  reveal, 
Which  placid  brows  and  studied  smiles  conceal ; 
Our  souls  would  own  the  picture  strangely  true, 
The  faithful  Muse  would  offer  to  the  view. 
Alas !  how  many  a  wreck  in  human  mould. 
Consumed  with  passion  or  the  lust  of  gold, 
Lives  only  to  pervert  creative  plan, 
And  dies,  the  shameful  counterfeit  of  man ! 
Our  educations,  and  the  vicious  rules. 
Which  BO  obtain  in  Fashion's  latest  schools ; 
The  standards  of  our  modem  excellence. 
The  praise  accorded  unto  base  pretence  ; 
The  sycophantic  homage  often  sliown 
Toward  foppish  idiots  for  the  wealth  they  own ; 
The  estimate  of  man  by  what  is  his ; 
By  what  he  has,  and  not  by  what  he  is  ; 
That  "  aristocracy,"  which  seeks  to  find 
The    wealtli    of    purse,    and    not    the    wealth    of 
mind; 
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Whieh  greets  plain  -worth  with  supercilious  laugh, 

Bub  fawns  obsequious  round  a  golden  calf ; 

That  eager  thirst  for  gold,  whieh  scruples  not 

At  means  unworthy,  so  it  may  bo  got ; 

"Which  buries  all  else  in  a  common  grave, 

And  grudges  time  to  gi'asp,  and  hoard,  and  save  ; 

These,  with  their  kiudred  causes,  serve  to  bind 

And  dwarf  the  nobler  impulses  of  mind. 

These  make  our  life  a  disproportioned  whole, 

And  thwart  the  expectations  of  the  soul. 

Yet  he  who  rashly  ventures  to  assail 

The  social  wrongs  and  vices  which  prevail, 

Jb  deemed  a  mad  fanatic,  or  a  fool, 

"Whose  verdant  notions  should  be  sent  to  school. 

'Tis  little  sympathy  the  world  bestows 

On  him  who  seeks  its  follies  to  expose ; 

And  that  enthusiast,  who  with  ardor  warm, 

Plants,  in  his  dreams,  the  standard  of  reform  ; 

"Who  fondly  thinks  to  part  the  clouds  away. 

And  hail  the  dawn  of  the  nullennial  day, 

May  well  take  heed,  lest  he  erelong  shall  be 

At  Mammon's  shrine,  himself  a  votary. 

For  so  the  world,  with  its  mysterious  cliarms, 

Our  earlier  impulse  and  intent  disarms. 

That  he  who  first  with  brave  assurance  vows 

Mankind's  amelioration  to  e 
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Or,  less  combative,  hopes  to  keep  aloof. 
And  shun  the  rabble  'neath  a  quiet  roof. 
Little  by  little,  yields  him  to  the  tide, 
And  doivnward  floats,  the  motley  crew  beside. 
Thus,  in  his  progress,  proves  the  adage  trae,— 
"  DweUers  at  Komo  must  do  as  Eomans  do  !  " 
So  fares  the  world ;— so,  none  of  Adam's  seed  ;— 
No  rank,  profession,  school,  position,  creed. 
Escapes  from  Mammon's  avaricious  clutch. 
Or  shuns  his  all-contaminating  touch. 
.  Thus,  in  one  scale,  untrue,  but  stm  obeyed, 
Actions  and  motives  everywhere  are  weighed. 
By  one  false  test,  incessantly  applied, 
Man's  daily  conduct  is  discussed  and  tried. 

All-potent  Mammon  !  lilie  a  monarch  tlironed, 
O'er    the    broad    earth    thy    sovereign    power    is 

owned ! 
And— strange  to  tell — where  freedom  vaunt^th  most. 
And  counts  her  empire  a  pecnUar  boast- 
There  Mammon  holds  his  most  distinguished  court, 
"Where  wiUing  subjects  faithfully  resort. 
There,  abject  mortals,  servient  'neath  his  nod. 
Acknowledge  him  their  ruler  and  their  god. 
There,  too,  he  finds,  to  guard  his  regal  state, 
On  every  hand  a  zealoas  advocate. 
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As  some  rich  rogue,  his  knaveries  to  hide, 

Keeps  able  counsel  ever  at  his  side, 

Eetained,  their  eldll  smd  eloquence  to  lend, 

Their  client's  fame  and  fortime  to  defend ; 

To    bluik    the    point,    and    make    "His    Honor' 

see 
Yast  odds  'twixt  tweedle-dnm  and  tweedle-dee  ; — 
So  Mammon  lacks  not,  in  these  latter  days, 
A  host  of  minions  who  can  chant  his  praise, 
Extol  his  glories,  magnify  his  fame, 
And  fling  the  cloak  o£  custom  o'er  his  shame. 

And  so  the  Press,  whoso  once  united  tone 
Might  drive  each  despot  from  his  lawless  throne ; 
"Whose  voice,  concordant  for  the  truth  and  right. 
The  world  might  rescue  from  its  moral  blight- 
Perverts  its  power ;  and  busily  repeats 
The  idle  talk  and  jabber  of  the  streets. 
Panders  to  passion,  and  to  morbid  taste ; 
Observes  the  current,  and  with  eager  haste 
Adopts  the  tenets  of  the  winning  side. 
And  floats  conspicuous  with  the  rushing  tide. 
Confined  by  ties  of  party,  or  of  sect. 
The  general  weal  it  cares  not  to  effect ; 
Of  demagogues  and  knayes  the  pHant  tool, 
And  selfish  interest  its  guiding  rule, 
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It  aims  the  public  ear  to  tickle  -well, 
And  mako  the  paper,  or  the  volume,  sell. 

Nay,  e'en  the  Pulpit — such  is  Mammon's  power — 

Shapes  oft  its  tenets  to  the  passing  hour ; 

Its  doetruiG  moulds  to  suit  the  heai'ers'  views, 

And,  Hke  a  mirror,  must  reflect  tlie  pews. 

Here,  where  we  look  ior  Truth's  pecidiar  source— 

"Where  thought  from  time  should  hold  its  brief  di- 

"Wbither  approaching,  with  a  reverent  awe, 
To  hear  God's  word,  and  learn  his  sacred  law. 
The  world's  concerns  and  cares  should  ne'er  intrude, 
But  heai-ts  should  flow  with  love  and  gratitude  ; 
Where  all  should  meet — high,  humble,  rich  and  poor. 
And  leave  their  false  distinctions  at  the  door  ;— 
As  worms,  alike  predestined,  and  for  whom 
The  same  great  Leveler  opens  wide  the  tomb  ; — 
See,  even  here,  with  patronizing  smile. 
How  Mammon,  proud  and  pompous,  treads  the  aisle ! 
And  sits  quiescent,  with  a  slumberous  eye. 
While  Eeverend  Cream  Cheese  hums  a  lullaby. 
Here  !Fashion's  votaries,  in  a  vast  array. 
Convene  to  hold  their  weekly  gala-day ; 
And  while  tho  sinners  for  forgiveness  sue. 
Their  hats  and  flounces  pass  in  sharp  review ! 
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Go  search  through  Christendom  where'er  we  may, 

We  -witness  Mammon's  universal  sway. 

In  each  department  o£  our  social  state, 

He  stamps  his  impress  with  a  crushing  weight ; 

And  leads  his  subjects  passively  along, 

A  blinded  duped,  infatuated  throng ! 

Ah !  when  will  mortals  from  their  foUies  turn, 

The  simple  theory  of  life  to  learn  ? 

With  faithful  vision  see  and  own  a  truth. 

Which  nature  shows  us  in  our  early  youth  ; 

Eegard  life  only  for  its  nobler  ends. 

And  live  as  brothers,  and  as  generous  friends ; 

As  feUow-travelers  toward  that  common  bourne, 

From  whose  mysterious  confines  none  return. 

Mj  hope  is  slender— but  I  can  conceive 

How  man  his  social  errors  might  retrieve ; 

Pursue  a  course  by  selfish  care  unvexed. 

And  so  spend  this  life  as  t'  insure  the  nest. 

I  can  conceive  a  social  state,  wherein 

The  strifes,  the  bickering,  the  discordant  din, 

Insane  excitements,  mutual  distrusts, 

Unholy  passions  and  unbridled  lusts, — 

Might  all  be  banished  from  our  midst  away. 

And  Eeason  hold  her  kind  and  gentle  sway. 

"  There  is  no  joy  but  eahn,  the  spirit  sir^. 

Why  should  wo  toU,  the  roof  and  crown  of  things ! ' 
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Could  WO  oiir  possibilities  but  see, 

How  near  a  Heaven  this  eaith  of  ours  might  b 

Behold  its  glories,  la-visHy  outs 

Around  us,  and  beneath,  and  o 

Mark  how,  as  myriad  eyes,  whose  glance  is  loTe, 

The  stars  smUo  down  upon  us  from  above  ; 

And  "softly  close  their  eyelids,  one  by  one. 

As  through  the  startled  ether  soars  the  sun  ; 

His  coursers  guiding  o'er  the  vast  highway, 

That  spans  from  East  to  West,  the  realms  oi  Day ! 

See,  o'er  the  face  of  this  terrestrial  ball,— 

In  bill,  and  vale,  and  lake,  and  waterfall ; 

In  fountain,  river,  riU  and  ocean  wave  ; 

In  mountain-dome,  and  hoary  ehff  and  cave  ; 

In  tree  and  shmb,— in  foHage  and  in  flower  ; 

In  shady  grove,  and  in  sequestered  bower  ; 

In  rolling  prairies,  and  in  grassy  glades. 

What  wondrous  beauty  everything  pervades ! 

Then  see,  responsive  to  a  moderate  toU, 

How  Plenty  leaps  out  from  the  teeming  soil  I 

How  Earth  from  out  her  rich,  exhaustless  stores, 

yields  up  her  minerals  and  her  shinii^  ores  ; — 

Her  varied  products,  neither  sparse  nor  few, 

Enough  for  comfort  and  for  luxury  too. 

Kind  Nature  meant  not  that  a  single  one 

Of  all  her  children,  'neath  her  generona  sun. 
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Shotdd  starve  ;  or  suffer  from  the  galling  chain, 
Which  Want  imposes  ia  its  cruel  reign ; 
While  some  proud,  neighbor,  with  a  wealth  untold, 
Should  hoard  hia  treasures  of  superfluous  gold— 
The  fruit  of  speculation,  out  of  whicli 
He  woke  some  morning  to  be  labeled  "  ricli  "■ — 
'Twas  never  meant  that  some  should  pampered  be, 
While  others  feel  the  pinch  of  poyerty ; 
That  mother  Earth,  upon  her  fruitful  breast, 
Should    surfeit    half    her    babes,    and    starve    the 
rest ! 

Meihinks  some  strange  perversion  hath  been  wrought 

Erom  that  original  creative  Thought, 

Which  turned  to  shape  in  Earth,  and  gave  conti-ol 

To  Man,  as  lord  and  ruler  of  the  whole. 

A  strange  perversion,  which,  increasing  through 

The  lapse  of  ages  since  the  world  was  new, 

Hatli  come  to  make  of  this  our  social  life, 

A  scene  of  jealous  and  discordant  strife  ; 

To  make  our  race  to  false  restraints  conform, 

And  one  worm  lord  it  o'er  his  fellow-worm. 

This  man,  to-day,  exults  in  pride  and  power, 

Pet  child  of  fate,  and  hero  of  the  hour. 

With  cool  disdain  he  treats  the  humble  poor, 

Who  turn,  awe-stricken,  from  the  ricli  man's  door. 
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But  mark  how  Fortune  with  its  fickle  glow, 

Loves  to  dispense  altemato  weal  and  woe. 

Another  genoration  turns  the  scale  ; 

The  poor  grow  rich  ;  the  wealthy  bankers  fail ; 

And  they,  whose  fathers,  only  yesterday, 

With  golden  sceptre  held  a  potent  sway, 

Now  in  their  tum  pursue  the  walks  of  toil, 

While  beggars'  ofFspring  occupy  the  soil. 

Our    life's     a     see-saw,    marked    with     ups     and 

downs ; 
A  curious  mixture,  both  of  smiles  and  fi'owns  ; 
A  treacherous  sea,  whose  surface,  calm  to-day, 
Tawns  wide  to-morrow  to  ei^ph  its  prey. 
And  yet,  strange  man !  unschooled  through  aU  the 

years. 
Along  whose  course  life's  vanity  appears. 
The  will-o'-wisp  of  fortune  still  pursues, 
Tho  seK  same  chase  persistently  renews. 
Lives,  not  to  gather  tliat  substantial  good. 
Which  shall  go  with  him  o'er  tiie  Stygian  flood ; 
Not  those  possessions,  which  shah  last  subhmo, 
Beyond  the  empire  and  the  waste  of  time  : 
Not  that  ripe  soul,  which,  rising  o'er  tho  sod, 
In  full  perfection  shall  ascend  to  God  ; 
But  such  mere  baubles  as  the  hour  affords, 
With  tireless  zeal  and  industry,  he  hoards ; 
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Pursues  eacli  worthless  phantom  as  it  flies ; 
And  so  toils  on,  till  that  last  enterprise 
Of  getting  buried,  claims  the  shrinking  thought, 
And  one  word  tells  his  simple  record—-"  Nought !" 

If  half  the  hours  we  toil  were  set  apart 

For  generous  culture  of  the  mind  and  heart ; 

If,  while  sojourning  on  time's  transient  shore, 

We  trifled  less,  and  thought  and  felt  the  more ; 

If  all  united  with  an  equal  zeal 

In  temporal  duties  for  the  common  weal ; 

And  not  as  now,  one  labored  to  excess, 

"While  hia  rich  brother  lolled  in  idleness ; 

If  all  reserved,  from  daily  cares  aside, 

An  ample  leisure,  wisely  occupied ; 

The  world,  mothinks,  would  still  move  on  apace, 

And  healthier  progress  would  attend  the  race. 

Our  art,  and  science,  and  inventive  skill ; 

The   loom,   the    sledge,   the   plow-sharo    and    the 

mill. 
The  calls  of  industry  on  land  and  main, 
Would  stUI  invoke  their  patrons  not  iu  vain. 
Then  most,  I  ween,  of  progress  we  should  find 
In  the  rich  growth  and  onward  march  of  mind ; 
In  the  rare  studies  which  so  well  impart 
The  choicest  graces  to  the  human  heart ; 
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In  the  sweet  social  pleasuros,  kindly  given 

As  earthly  foretastes  of  the  joya  of  Heaven. 

A  life  more  real,  earnest,  manly,  free, 

Thfe  life  ideal  we  should  find  to  be. 

Peace,    lite    a    river,    thi-otigh    our    midst    woiild 

flOTV, 

And  earth  become  a  paradise  below. 
The  same  great  Power  that  overruletb  aU  ; 
Fashions  the  orbs,  and  notes  the  sparrow's  fall ; 
That  bids  us  for  the  moiTOW  tako  no  thought, 
But  seize  the  boon  the  present  hour  hatli  brought ; 
•  For  man's  necessities  would  stOl  dispense 
The  boundless  favors  of  Omnipotence. 
And  if,  perchance,  each  temporal  estate 
Should  yield  its  increase  at  a  slower  rate ; 
If  unto  each,  with  competence  content, 
His  capital  should  yield  a  less  per  cent ; 
If  sea  and  continent  should  greet  our  eyes 
With  fewer  fruits  of  worldly  enterprise : 
Yet  if,  instead,  to  bless  the  human  race. 
More  thought,  more  love,  and  charity  had  place  ; 
If  all  within  this  mighty  brotherhood 
Preferred  the  lasting  to  the  transient  good ; 
Such  would    be  wisdom's    part ;    and    we    might 

then 
Have  poorer  fabrics,  but  have  better  men. 
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There  is  vrlio  liatli  not,  yet  hath  wealtk  untold — 
Better  than  rubies,  or  than  shining  gold. 
There  is  who  hath,  and  yet  so  poor  is  he. 
No  words  can  show  his  depth  of  poverty. 
There  is  a  soKd  wealth,  which  hath  no  end. 
Which    pays    its    di-vidends    though    banks    sus- 
pend ; 
And  whoso  possessor,  though  a  peasant's  son, 
Consorts  with  nobles,  and  himself  is  one. 
Give    mo    this    wealtli,    and    though     in    Immble 

sphere 
I  keep  my  calling  wliile  I  sojourn  hero ; 
Yet  not  the  gold  of  Ophir,  nor  the  gems 
Erom  India's  cave,  nor  royal  diadems 
Can  buy  the  passport  I  shall  bear  with  me, 
To  earth's  and  heaven's  "  best  society." 
There  is  a  sweet  refreshment  in  the  thou^t 
Of  dignity  too  precious  to  bo  bought. 
There  is  a  badge  of  manhood,  whoso  owns, 
May  scorn  distinctions,  and  look  down  on  thrones  ; 
Despise  conventional  decrees  and  rules. 
And  bear  complacently  the  sneers  of  fools. 
The  man  who  entertains  -within  his  breast 
A  ducal  Soul,  as  an  abiding  guest, 
Accounts  no  honor  paramount  to  that : 
He  is  your  only  true  aristocrat. 
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All  things  are  his  ;  his  park  is  the  whole  land ;  * 
His  bath  the  sea,  his  walk  the  oeoan  strand ; 
The  forests  and  the  rivers  he  shall  own ; 
The  mountain  summit  is  his  lofty  throne  ; 
He  shall  possess,  wherej  in  their  little  day. 
Others  as  tenants,  and  as  boarders,  stay. 
He  shall  be  lord  of  land,  and  sea,  and  air ; 
Where  e'er  snow  falls,  or  water  flows,  or  wheie 
The  birds  take  joyous  wing  the  dawn  to  greet ; 
"Where  day  and  night  in  sombre  twilight  meet ; 
Where  e'er  the  heaven  is  hung  with  cloudy  forms, 
Or  sown  with  stars,  or  terrible  with  storms ; 
Where  e'er  are  outlets  into  space  above ; 
Where  e'er  is  danger,  wonder,  awe,  or  love ; 
There  sheddeth  beauty,  plenteous  as  the  rain, 
I'or  him,  proud  monarch  of  the  vast  domaui. 
Each  voice,  for  him,  shall  have  a  meaning  sound ; 
And  though  he  walk  the  spacious  earth  around ; 
He  shall  discover  ru  each  proffered  boon, 
Nothing  ignoble,  or  inopportime. 

Cease  now,  my  muse,  thy  unaccustomed  strain, 
And  seek  thine  old  retirement  once  again. 

•This,  and  the  following  nineteen  lines,  ore  a  poiapliraso  o. 
an  extract  from  E.  W.  Emersoc'e  Essay,  "  The  Poet 
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If  thou  has  uttered  but  one  earnest  Tvord, 
These  lisfning  friends  have  treasured  as  they  heard ; 
If  one  true  sentiment  thou  hast  expressed, 
"Which  finds  an  answering  echo  in  eacli  breast ; 
Then  well  hast  thou  performed  the  pleasing  task, 
And  vouchsafed  all  thy  humble  bard  could  ask. 

8.  B.  a 
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MUSIC. 

There's  music  in  tLe  winds  : 
Wliether  they  whisper  gently  thro'  tho  trees, 
Or  sweep  tempestuous  across  tho  seas. 
Or  waft  sweet  perfumes  in  the  evening  breeze ; 

There's  music  in  the  winds. 

There's  music  in  tho  streams ; 

That  break  their  waters  down  the  craggy  steep, 

-Or  o'er  the  shining  pebbles  gaily  leap. 

Or  seaward  roll,  in  channels  broad  and  deep ; — 

There's  music  in  the  streams. 

There's  music  in  the  fields  : 
The  verdant  meads  that  stretch  across  the  plain. 
The  sloping  hill-side,  orchard,  pasture,  lane, 
The  crops  of  yellow  com  and  waving  grain ; 

There's  music  in  the  fields. 

There's  music  in  the  woods  : 
The  wHdemesses  where  the  fleet  hind  roves, 
The  si^]ing  pine-cliffs  and  the  vocal  groves, 
Where  bird-choirs  hymn  their  praises, 
loves ; — 

There's  music  in  the  woods. 
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There's  music  in  the  sea  : 
The  diapason  of  old  Ocean's  roar, 
"Whose  mid.  waves  in  perpetual  encore 
Eehearse  their  glad  Te  Deum  evermore  ; — 

There's  music  ia  the  sea. 

There's  music  in  the  storms : 
That  run  their  courses  over  heaven's  highway. 
And  turn  the  day  to  night — the  night  to  day  ; 
"Whoso  thundera  rattle,  and  wlioso  hghtnings  play  ;- 

There's  music  in  the  storms. 

There's  music  in  the  stars  : 
That  fair  Astarte's  queenly  robos  adorn ; 
That  sang  together  at  creation's  moi'n, 
"When,  at  Jehovah's  mandate,  Earth  was  bom ; — 

There's  music  in  the  stars. 

There's  music  through  the  whole 
Of  Nature's  realm ;  around,  beneath,  ahove  ; 
"Where  e'er  our  eyes  we  torn— where  o'er  wo  rove  ;- 
But  sweetest  of  all  music  far,  is  Love  : 

The  music  of  the  soul ! 

S.  E.  S. 
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The  Siin  is  faOmg  in  the  west ; 

His  last  beams  cut  the  billow's  oreat, 

Snow-white  with  the  glistening  foam  ; 
For  the  choicest  waters  are  filtered  up 
To  the  roUing  brim  of  old  Neptune's  cup, 

As  the  sea-bird's  welcome  home ; 
And  the  Fleet-Wing's  sails  are  gaily  drest 
With  the  rainbow  tints,  so  fondly  prest 

On  the  gracefully  swelling  dome. 

The  grand  old  clouds  drawn  closely  round, 
Present  the  Day-kiag,  enthroned  and  crowu' 

In  his  fullest  glory  dying  ; 
And  to  travel  that  beautiful  sUver  road 
To  the  golden  gate  of  my  Lord's  abode. 

The  spirit  is  sorrowfully  sighii^  I 

The  sun  is  set ;  his  work  is  done  ; 
And  the  timid  moon  has  just  begun 

To  cast  her  shadowSj  thin  and  pale, 
As  I  take  my  watch  on  the  gallant  deck. 
To  descry  the  distant  loom  or  speck, 

That  betokens  land  or  sail. 
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Now  tlie  sea  runs  liigh,  and  the  sweeping  blast 
Witli  its  angry  stroke  sways  the  mizzen-mast ; 

Every  timber  crackles  sharp ; 
And  hark !  on  the  quivering  shroud  and  stay, 
Old  Boreas'  icy  fingers  play 
In  moumfnl  numbers,  and  numbers  gay; 

0  hst  to  the  sailor's  harp ! 

1  welcome  the  hour,  so  fit  for  thought 

On  what  the  past  with  its  woes  has  wrought ; 
I  mark — ^with  what  grief ! — -how  awfully  fraught 

Was  the  simplest  word  and  deed ; 
Ay,  the  crisis  acts  of  my  life  are  known 
From  the  lowhest  impulse  and  hope  to  have  growi 
In  a  heedless  hour  was  widely  strown 

The  poisonous,  blasting  seed. 

But  no !  this  night  I  will  banish  care, — 
The  heavens  above  are  transcendently  fair, — ■ 
My  soul,  like  the  orbs  that  are  glittering  there 

Above  the  troublous  waves, 
That  once  and  now  against  me  beat, 
Shall  rise,  and  gaze,  but  only  greet 
The  pleasant  sea,  the  temperate  sheet; 
Alone  the  forms  and  faces  meet 
Which  in  old  times  did  seem  so  sweet. 
That  now  I  scarcely  dare  repeat, — 
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"  Some  sleep !     I  tnow  the  vacant  seat  1 
I've  seen  the  grass-grown  graves ! " 

Erom  earliest  hours  my  Ufe  I  trace  ; 
And  halting  memory's  rapid  pace,— 
I  linger  round  each  cherished  place; 
I  tiss  each  bending,  tearful  face  ;— 

Low,  soothing,  deep-breathed  peace. 
I  miad  me  of  the  gladsome  child 
On  whom  a  tender  mother  smiled ; 
.  A  boy  by  purest  sports  beguiled  ; 
Whose  heart,  uneankered,  undefiled, 

From  Faith  knew  i 


I  wake.     "  O  Heaven  1 "  I  almost  scream— 
"  Prolong  this  eoul-enrapturing  dream ! 
What  I  have  been,  hut  let  me  seem! 
At  the  first  fountains  of  Time's  stream, 
To  catch  a  single  passing  beam 

Of  Innocency,  lot  me  He  !" 
Like  a  half-drowned  wretch  I  rise. 
And  far  beyond  the  gathermg  skies, 
A  cruel  fiend  returns  my  cries ; 
My  God  the  craved  boon  deni^ ; 
I  gasp  with  downcast,  tearful  eyes, 

"  Would  God  that  I  could  die !" 
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I  never  more  shall  dare  contrast 

The  present  woe  with  the  lovely  past. 

My  doom  is  sealed;  the  die  is  cast; 

I  cannot  differ  from  the  last. 

For  hark !     Hear  the  heavy  death-bells  toll ! 

And  look !  How  the  dead  possibilities  roll 

In  a  long  dark  line  to  the  Judgment  goal ! 

This  day,  this  hour  with  judgments  is  foal ; 

But  the  joys  of  my  youth  shed  the  gloom  of  my  soul ! 

C.  A.  S. 

Fleetwiho,  at  Sea,  off  Cape  | 
Horn,  Septembej;  6,  1856.    J 
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A  VALENTINE. 

Lady,  'twas  on  this  day, 
As  old  traditions  say. 

That  Love  was  born. 
It  was  a  gladsome  birtli, 
Fit  cause  for  joy  and  mirth 
Among  the  sons  of  Earth — 

A  race  forlorn. 

On  this,  his  natal  day, 

Tonng  Cupid— blithe  and  gay- 
Hi  s  pastjmo  takes. 

The  cause  of  Love  he  fights ; 

Fond  hearts  in  bHss  unites ; 

The  torch  of  Hymen  Hghts ; 
Itsfla 


His  well-directed  dart 

Has  pierced  me ;  and  my  heart 

Beats  tremulous. 
O,  Lady,  may  thine  own 
Beat  iu  sweet  unison, 
And  Love's  pure  flame  alone 

Be  born  in  ns ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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I  WISH  that  I  could  say  to  you 
The  -words  that  would  convey  to  you 

The  measure  of  my  love  ; 
But  languago  isn't  strong  enough, 
Nor  are  our  meetmgs  long  enough, 
Nor  are  there  strams  of  song  enough 

Its  height  and  depth  to  prove. 

'Tis  that  which  causeth  pain  for  me ; 
'Tie  80  entirely  vain  for  me 

To  utter  all  I  feel ; 
And  I  am  conscious  all  the  while, 
As  we  the  charmiiig  hours  beguile, 
How  somewhat  doubtingiy  you  smile 

At  what  I  can't  roveal. 

O,  I  am  suro,  that  if  you  know. 

And  read  my  inmost  feehngs  through. 

Ton  could  but  yield  return 
Of  love  for  love  ;  which,  come  what  will, 
Through  all  the  future  can  but  thrill 
This  heart ;  and  on  its  altars  still, 

Forevermore  shall  bum ! 

S.B.J 
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ONE  VALENTINE'S  NiaHT. 

What  long  ago  I  might  Iiave  read — 
Had  fortified  myself  to  know — 

So  long  the  waiting  deadened  dread, 
And  friendship's  hopes  began  to  grow — 

But  yesternight,  whUo  conning  o'er 
A  journal  from  the  dear  old  place, 

I  saw— what  I  had  skipped  before — 
The  grieving  tidings,  fa^e  to  face  ! 

I'd  held  the  paper  as  a  screen 

Against  the  blazing  on  the  hearth  ; 

But  when  I  saw  what  was  between — ■ 
Two  aged  deaths  and  one  small  birth — 

My  hands  dropped  with  a  nerveless  grasp  ; 

I  stared  into  the  very  flame ; 
Then  wonder  if  my  crimson  cheeks 

Were  scorched  with  fire  or  flushed  with  s. 

The  desert  winds  blow  in  a  moan  ! 

The  good  flag's  halliards  whip  the  staff  ;- 
The  one— the  music  of  a  groan, — 

And  one,  the  mocking  of  a  laugh. 
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Let  tlio  derisive  sounds  concert 

Suggestive,  tantalizing  chants ; 
In  pauses  ws  may  introvert, 

And  spring  a  strength  from  Nature's  taunts. 

Out  of  a  sadness  may  we  bring 
A  nameless  sweetness,  -which  belongs 

To  olden  times,  and  takes  the  sting 
From  sighs  and  semblances  of  wrongs. 

Though  much  has  pai^sed  to  leave  regret, 
Some  cherished  memories  remain ; 

The  woe  I  bravo  or  can  forget : 
Blow,  dreary  winds,  across  the  plain  I 

0.  A.  S. 

FOBT  GacBGHiid^  Kbt.  Tcb.,  ) 
Februatf  li,  1S61.  \ 
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AJ?TEE  A  LOVER'S  QUAEKEL. 
On  her  brow,  clouds  of  anger  -were  blended, 

"While  sorrow  sat  heavy  on  mine  ; 
In  a  mad  moment  I  had  offended. 

And  she  bade  mo  depart  from  her  slirino  ; — 
A  shi-ino  I  so  fondly  bad  knelt  at. 

And  decked  with  my  darlingest  flowers ; 
A  shrine  I  in  rapture  had  dwelt  at, 

In  my  life's  most  enrapturing  hours. 
And  so  I  go  forth,  sad  and  lonely, — 

Tormenting  regret  in  my  soul ; — 
Sweet  fruit  turned  to  ashes ;  and  only 

A  wretchedness  passing  control. 
And  so  all  my  path  seems  o'ershaded. 

And  the  saddest  of  lessons  I  loarn ; 
And  I  mourn  with  a  conscience  upbraided, 

Lost  joys  that  may  never  return. 
One  hope  I  shall  timidly  cherish  ;— 

It  is  in  her  bosom  to  find 
A  heart,  which,  though  love  itself  peiish, 

Can  never  be  other  than  kind : 
A  heart  so  forgiving  and  tender, 

Ko  hate  can  endure  there  long  while. 
O,  Heaven,  from  all  ill  defend  her ! 

O  God !  change  her  frown  to  a.  smile !— S.  13,  ^ 
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niNGTOS,   MASS.,  JTJLY   ^TH,  1850. 
(AiB  : — "America.") 

With  joy  we  celebrate 

This  day,  from  ■which  we  date 

Our  Nation's  birtli ; 
Day  when  that  patriot  band 
For  freedom  took  their  stand, 
And  made  Columbia's  land 

The  pride  of  earth. 

This  day,  let  East  and  West, 
With  equal  favors  blest. 

Sing  freedom's  song ; 
Let  North  and  South,  to-day, 
Cast  all  their  strife  away, 
And,  joined  in  glad  array, 

Tho  strain  prolong. 

Stayed  be  the  impious  hands 
That  seek  to  hurl  the  brands 

Of  discord  round ; 
Still  let  onr  rallying  cry 
Of  "  Union  "  rise  on  high. 
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Till  regions  far  and  nigli 
Shall  catch  the  sound. 

God !  'neath  -whose  watchful  eye, 
AH  things  in  earth  and  sky 

Tulfill  theur  end ; 
Guide  Thou  our  Ship  of  State 
Secure  through  Peril's  strait ; 
Still  grant  propitious  fate, 

And  still  defend ! 

So  shall  its  towering  form, 
Unscatlied  through  wind  and  storm 

Ride  on  its  way  ; 
Our  favored  land  shall  be 
The  home  of  liberty ; 
Her  sons  shall  worship  Thee, 

And  Thee  obey. 

S.  B.  S. 
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I  WEEP  as  I  look  on  thco,  obdurate  fair  one. 
So  lavish  of  smilea,  and  so  eliarniing  to  view ; 
So  ready  in  meshes  of  love  to  ensnare  one, 
And  leave  him  heart-broken,  to  find  thee  untrue. 

I  weep  as  I  think  the  bright  dreams  of  to-day 
Must  give  place  to  regretful  awak'ning  to-morrow ; 
That  these  pleaaure-wing'd  moments  so  soon  must 

away. 
And   the   sunshine    of    lovo    be    o'erclouded   with 


I  weep  as  I  think  that  tho  heart  I  so  prize 

Is  reserved   for   some   other,  more   favored,  more 

blest ; 
That  some  other  shall  bask  in  the  light  of  those 

eyes, 
Of  those  heavenly  smiles  for  a  lifetime  possessed. 

So,  whenever  henceforth  thou  bcholdest  me  weeping, 
O  think  of  the  heart  that  implores  to  be  thine  ; 
Of  the  tender  affections  consigned  to  thy  keeping, 
And  the  pure  vows  I  fain  would  present  at  thy 
shrine. 
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And,  whenever  thy  'kerchief  to  mine  wavea  reply, 
And  thine  eyes  beam  upon  me  like  beams  of  the 

sun, 
I  will  shed  one  more  tear,  I  will  heave  one  more 

sigh, 
For  I  feel  thou  art  jesting,  and  only  in  fun. 

S.B.  S. 
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Cextel  one  I  it's  hardly  fair 
Thus  to  steal  one's  heart,  I  say ! 
'Tia  a  treasure  qoito  too  rare 
To  be  wrested  thus  away. 
Have  some  mercy,  pr'ythee,  do  ! 
And  the  stolen  heart  restore. 
Henceforth,  then,  I  promise  you, 
I'll  expose  myself  no  more. 

Or,  if  you  should  think  it  best. 
In  return  to  glTO  me  thine  ; 
So  we'll  lei  the  matter  rest, 
I'll  take  yours,  and  you  keep  mint 
Or,  (I'm  not  disposed  to  falter, 
Since  this  mischief  is  begun.) 
Dramng  near  to  Hymen's  altar. 
Let  us  join  them  both  in  one ! 


,1  Google 


A  SONG  FOE  THE  SOTS. 


A  SONG  FOR  THE  BOYS. 

HuKBA  boys !  Life's  conflict  is  opening  before  us  ; 

With  many  a  foe  to  be  valiantly  met ; 

Let   our   bamier   be   raised,   let   it   proudly  wave 

o'er  lis ; 
With  firm  liearta   and   true,   "We'll   be   conquerors 

yet! 

Eress  on  without  fear,— all  forebodings  dispelled, 
By  doubts  undismayed,  nor  by  menaces  a-wed ; — 
Press  on,  nor  let  action,  nor  stri:^gle  be  quelled, 
While  EiTor  and  Vice  are  seen  stalking  abroad. 

High  stations  of  honor  are  waiting  ns  now; 

Proud    triumphs,    and    lasting    rewards    may    be 

ours; 
And  anon,  shall  adorn  each  victorious  brow 
The  evergreen  wreath,  decked  with  Fame's  fairest 

flowers. 

Our  fathers  before  us  fought  nobly  and  well ; 
Be  it  ours  to  continue  what  tbcy  have  begun ; 
So  that  history's  page  alike  proudly  may  tell 
Of  the  patriot  su-e,  and  the  patriot  son. 
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Then  let's  on  to  the  strife,  boys !  our  banners  un- 

furlei3, — 
Our  weapons  unsheathed,  and  oiar  bright  armor  on  ; 
Let  our  watch- word  be  truth ;  let  our  field  be  the 

world. 
In  the  triumph  of  right  be  the  victory  won ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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IRELAND'S  OPPORTUNITY. 

A  YANKEE'S  ADDRESS  TO  THE  FENIANS. 

How  tONGl  have  ye  cherished  for  Erm,  in  vain, 
The  hope  to  behold  her  a  nation  again  ? 
How  long  on  her  neck  is  the  Britisher's  heel  ? 
How  long  has  hia  mooting  returned  her  appeal  ? 

Lo !  now  is  the  day-sprii^,  ye  pris'ners  of  Hope  ! 
The  strer^th  of  your  arms  with  the  tyrants  may 

cope; 
For  the  vows  of  onr  land  with  this  promise   are 

thrilled : 
Tho  woe-time  of  Erin  is  nearly  fulfilled. 

"When  the  tocsin  of  war  from  our  brothers  went  forth, 
And  the  patriots  poured  from  theu^  homes  m  the 

North; 
'Mong  the  first  in  the  line,  with  their  Banner  of 

Green, 
Were  the   boys  who  court-martialed  the  son  of  a 

Queen. 

And  on  the  first  field  that  our  soldiers  contest — 
Undisciphnod,  though  of  the  bravest  and  best — 
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Waving  far  in  the  van,  lone  in  triumph  -was  seen, 
By    the    Mag    of    our   Country,    that    banner    of 
Green ! 

Prom  Hatteras  Lilet  to  Lexington's  streams. 
The  Ensign  of  Erin  esnltingly  gleams  ; 
At  Vicksburg  and  Hudson  'tis  dauntless  unfurled, 
Up  the  cloud-circled  mountain  resistlessly  hurled ! 

In  Sherman's  grand  marching  it  heads  a  brigade ; 
In  skirmish  or  battle,  manceuvre  or  raid ; 
Erom  Generals  commanding,  to  privates  in  file, 
Ton  may  number  the  sons  of  the  Emerald  Isle ! 

ShaU  we  fail   to   remember,  now  Peace   has    re- 
turned. 
Their  fame  in  our  vict'ries  so  valiantly  earned  ? 
Shall  we  fail  to  remember  "Neutrality's  Queen," 
By    supporting    the    yeomen    now    "wearing    the 

Oh,  no!     Speed  the  time  when  the  Briton   must 

yield 
To  Eenian  and  Yankee  the  freedom-lit  field  I 
When  his  plunder  oui'  Nation  will  make  him  dis- 

goj^e. 
Or  tear  from  his  buntmg  the  cross  of  St.  Geoi^e ! 
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And  when  from  our  Na-vy  each  ocean  shall  bo 
To  the  commerce  of  England  a  bottomless  sea : 
Ae  our  Hag  from  the  spankers  of  fr^ates  are  seen, 
While  the  mast  flies  the  Harp-blazoned  Banner  of 

Gireen! 

C.A.S. 

ViBOrNriCm,  Nov.  23.  1865. 
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TO  HELEN. 

Now  pr'jthee,  dear  Noll, 

Don't  affect  audi  a  swell, 
Nor  take  on  in  such  terrible  fashion  : 

I've  told  yon  before, 

That  it  vexes  me  sore, 
When  I  see  a  sweet  face  in  a  passion. 

I  think  it's  too  bad. 

You  should  go  and  get  mad. 

And  that,  too,  in  despite  of  my  coaxing — 
I  really  supposed, 
When  at  first  you  disclosed 

So  much  anger,  you  only  were  hoaxing. 

But  be  this  as  it  may  : 

If  it  be  as  you  say — 
And  I  certainly  hav'n't  a  doubt  of  it— 

I  mean  to  hold  fast 

To  the  fun  that  is  past, 
And  I  know  that  you  can't  cheat  me  out  of  it. 

Until  life's  sun  is  set, 
I  shall  never  foi^et 
How  with  love  we  were,  both  of  us,  dying  : 


,1  Google 


TOJISLEN.  5 

How  I  vowed  to  bo  true, 
And,  sweet  rogue,  so  did  you, 
And  we  tnew  all  the  time  each  was ! !  1 

So,  Nelly,  good-bye ! 

Do  not  squander  a  sigh. 
Nor  in  sad  melancholy  grow  thinner : 

Tor  how  shameful  'twould  be, 

If  you  did  so  for  me, 
Such  a  ^-ilc,  irreclaimable  sinner ! 

Now,  don't  fling  away 

A  poor  "  minstrel's  last  lay," 

But  remember  to  what  cause  you  owe  it ; 
But  for  this  fuss  alone, 
Tou  might  never  have  known 

That  your  "  dearest  of  friends  "  was  a  poet. 
S.  B.  S. 
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THE  TALL  OF  THE  TEAR. 

The  blighted  flower,  the  rustling  leaf, 
The  moiimfal  winds  that  round  us  sigh, 

Are  tokens  all  of  Nature's  grief, 

That  summer's  past,  and  winter  nigh. 

The  King  of  Day,  so  bright  erewlule, 
Erom  his  high  station  looking  down. 

Seems  hardly  to  vouchsafe  a  smile. 
But  sends  aslant  a  sullen  frown. 

To  kindlier  climes  the  timid  bird 
Hies  with  his  fond  and  gentle  mate  ; 

No  longer  is  their  warbling  heard, 
But  all  is  drear  and  c 


So  dies  the  year  1  its  death  how  sad ! 

But  'tis  not  sadness  of  despair ; 
Eor  spring  again  the  earth  shall  glad, 

Nature  her  robes  of  gi-een  shall  wear. 

So,  though  om:  life  must  pass  away, 

While  time  speeds  on  with  restless  wing 

Our  souls  shall  hail  a  brighter  day, 
And  flourish  in  eternal  spring. 

S.  E.  S. 
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HOPE. 

Where  does  be  live  who  cries  "  No  lack ; " 

Who  lives  not  lacking  all  ? 
Who  sends  his  faithful  memory  searching  back, 

And  ferrets  out  a  hope  that  he  may  call 
In  very  truth,  one  fully  met  ? 

A  yearning  with  a  trust, 
Chaste,  dignified,  high  set,— 

Else  'twere  no  hope,  but  lust. 

We  never  have  our  true  desires ; 

We  hardly  search  aright ; 
Too  soon  appreciative  sense  expires ; 

The  circumstance  is  tardier  than  the  right. 
We  have  no  answers,  but  in  darlmess  grope. 

Life  may  be,  should  be,  but  a  single  hope  ; 
For  who  but  God  of  Heaven  can  furnish  scope  ? 
C.  A.  S. 
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There's  a  strango,  unwonted  feeling,   thoughts  of 

olden  time  revealing, 
O'er  my  spirit  softly  stealing,  like  a  magic-woven 

spell ; 
'Tie  a  feeling  half  of  gladness,  tho'  'tis  deeply  tinged 

with  sadness, — 
With  a  melancholy  sadness,  as  I  speak  the  word 

"farewell," 
And  thy  voice  is  heard  to  echo  back  the  thrilling 

word  "  farewell !  " 

Thy  remembrance  I  shall  treasure  with  a  sentiment 

of  pleasure. 
With  an  nnbeclouded  pleasure,  until  fame  with  me 

shall  end ; 
!Por,  embalmed  in   recollection,  there  will  be   the 

sweet  reflection, 
That  in  undisguised  affection,  thou  hast  ever  been 

a  friend ; 
In  my  joy  and  in  my  sorrow,  thou  hast  ever  been 

a  friend. 

Fare  thee  well !  tho'  fate  may  sever,  friendship's  flame 
shall  last  forever. 
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Burning  on  and  burning  ever,  while  its  incense 
rises  high ; 
Till  at  last,  when  life  is  ending,  angel  voices  sweetly 
blending,-^ 
All  harmoniously  blending,— thou  art  welcomed 

to  the  sky. 
And  thou  hast  thy  home  forever — aye,  forever— in 
the  sky  I 

S.  B.  S. 
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ON  EECEIVING  A  BOUQUET  OE  FLOWEES. 
Last  eve,  aa  I  strayed,  to  my  -wondering  "viow 
A.  fairy  appeared,  as  at  times  fairies  do : 
I^rom  some  bright  world  afar,  to  this  dark  one  of 

ours. 
She  had  trippingly  come,  with  a  handfid  of  flowers, 
As  fair  as  cotdd  blossom  in  valley  or  grove, 
All  spealdng  one  language— the  language  of  love; 
And  while  I  stood  rapt,  such  a  vision  to  see, 
She  blushingly  smiled,  and  she  gave  them  to  me. 

There   were  red   and  white  roses,  in  bud  and  in 

bloom. 
Which  vied  in  exhaling  their  choicest  perfume  ; 
And  a  sweet  little  pint  showed  its  faco  here  and 

there, 
As  it  breathed  out  its  life  on  the  soft  evening  air. 
All  these  lent  their  fragrance,  and  others  beside, 
And  the  whole  iu  a  bunch  -with  blue  ribbon  were 

tied, 
And  I  thought,  as  I  gazed  on  their  beauties  com- 
bined,- 
Such  beauty,  world  over,  I  hardly  could  fmd. 
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All  this  of  the  flowers ;  but  how  shall  I  portray 
The  bright  looks  of  her,  so  much  fairer  than  they— 
The  beautiful  giver ;  beneath  whose  sweet  smile, 
No  wonder  the  flowers  bloomed  so  richly  the  while. 
Ah !  well  may  my  sullen,  but  sensible  muse, 
To  attempt  such  a  task  of  description  refuse  ; 
For  grace  so  transcendent,  the  muse  must  confess, 
No  tongue  can  portray,  and  no  language  express. 

But  while  memory  lasts,  and  I  ponder  them  o'er, 
The  bygones  of  youth  and  the  blest  days  of  yore, 
Thine  image,  fair  maiden,  where'er  thou  shalt  be. 
Oft-times  in  sweet  visions  will  come  back  to  me. 
These  flowers  I  would  cherish,  must  droop  and  de- 
cay— 
Their  ephemeral  beauty  must  soon  pass  away ; 
But  the   maid   who  bestowed   them — her  radiant 

face — 
In  my  happy  remembrance  shall  still  have  a  place. 
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OMtllNALLY  PUBLISHED  IK  THE  SAN  FEANCISCO  HERAID. 

One  of  tlio  most  determined  and  sanguinary  ca- 
nine conflicts  anywhere  recorded  in  history  occurred 
in  front  of  our  sanctum,  yesterday,  between  a  couple 
of  ordinary  looking  curs,  with  some  interesting  skir- 
mishing by  a  gai^  of  infuriated  phists — (wonder  if 
that  is  tlie  correct  orthography  ?)— and  a  general 
movement  in  the  direction  of  the  stampede  by  the 
animals  of  a  half  dozen  butcher  carts.  For  fifteen 
minutes  the  street  was  in  an  agonizing  uproaj-,  and 
excited  men  deliberately  walked  over  each  other  in 
attempting  to  catch  glimpses  of  the  belligerent 
brutes,  as  the  tide  of  battle  carried  them  from  one 
Bide  of  the  tlioroughfare  to  the  other,  against  the 
heels  of  kicking  horses  and  under  the  wheels  of 
movit^  vehicles.  They we  can't  begin  to  por- 
tray the  scene  in  prose.  Let  ua  invoke  the  Muses, 
and  measure  off  the  picture  in  pentameter  : 


One  was  a  cur  of  famed  combative  strain — 
The  EngUsh  buU,  with  terrier  intermixed — 
Skin  smooth  and  white,  broad-breasted,  eai 
Tail  brief,  eyes  red,  protruding  under-jaw, 
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And  ail  tliose  points  whicli  men,  versed  in  the  art 

Of  canine  conflict,  view  witli  favorii^  eyes. 

A  bntcher  owned  Lim,  and  lie  strode  the  eartJi 

Lite  one  that  deemed  the  better, part  his  own. 

.The  other  was  a  shaggy,  homely  brute, 

With  coat  imkemped,  and  drooping  tail  and  ears, 

And  aspect  mild,  and  deprecating  mien. 

His  restless  eye,  and  gaunt,  iir^ainly  shape, 

Told  that  he  lived  neglected,  and  had  earned, 

By  toilsome  march  for  many  a  month  gone  by, 

A  bare  subsistence  of  unwholesome  food 

Through  desperate  forays  into  kitchen  yards. 

And  feats  of  reckless  plunder  everywhere. 

He  chanced,  in  passing  by  the  butcher's  stall, 

To  cast  upon  the  fat  and  savory  Joints 

A  look  of  longing,  yet  with  no  intent 

Of  open  seizure  or  of  felony. 

'Tis  true,  liis  hollow  stomach  tempted  sore 

The  little  virtue  left  by  piuchmg  waafc ; 

Still  he  resisted,  and  with  measured  trot 

Was  Journeying  onward,  when  the  butcher's  cur 

Insolent  with  plenty,  and  with  angry  jaws 

Still  red  with  recent  revels,  upward  sprang, 

And  after  the  retreating  stranger  sent 

A  growl  of  scorn.     The  latter  stopped  and  turned— 

The  jeer  and  insult  grated  to  the  quick ; 
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And  -with  the  fire  of  noble  fathers  dead 
And  turned  to  sausage,  and  with  bristling  back, 
He  boldly  faced  the  scomer  of  the  poor. 
No  word  was  uttered ;  each  the  other  eyed, 
And  showed  his  teeth  with  sanguinary  growl, 
HnrHng  defiance  and  imdying  hate, 
And  eourfcuig  combat  m  its  direst  form. 
Around  they  walked,  stiff-le^ed  and  menacing, 
In  eirelo,  to  survey  the  'vantage  ground ; 
Then  with  a  howl  of  pent-up,  smothered  ri^e. 
They  sprang  together,  and  the  silent  street 
Eoared  with  the  tumult  of  the  struggling  dogs. 
The  fur  flow.     Then  a  score  or  le^  of  ours 
Mingled  their  voices  with  the  general  din, 
tlpreared  they  fought,  and  lying  down  they/i, 
And  through  the  street  they  rolled  in  noisy  strife. 
While  plunging  horses  and  excited  men 
Gave  zest  and  glory  to  the  combatants. 
Approached  the  dogs  unto  the  northern  curb, 

Wien 

But  the  character  of  an  epic  poem — in  which  cate- 
gory of  literature  we  humbly  class  tho  above — will 
not  permit  us  to  give  the  result  of  the  encounter  in 
vorso.  It  would  render  the  production  entirely  too 
didactic.  The  Iliad  leaves  the  fall  of  Troy  to  the 
historian,  after  burying  its  defender  ;  we  will,  there- 


at Googic 


A  COMBAT.  67 

fore,  mention  here  that,  after  a  prolonged  struggle 
against  the  '  northern  curb  '  alluded  to  m  the  poem, 
the  dog  of  the  butcher  beat  a  yelpmg  and  cowardly 
retreat,  leaving  his  plebeian  foe  master  of  the  fiold. 
The  return  of  the  victor  to  the  southern  portion  of 
the  city  will   probably  be  made  the  basis   of  an 

O.A.S. 
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BARNUM'H  BABY  SHOW.— 1855. 

Who  says  the  world  moves  not  apace,  in  this  our 

happy  age, 
When  "  Young  America  "  so  soon  comes  bouncing 

on  the  stage ; 
When   e'en   the   babies,   yet   untaught    to   lisp    a 

mother's  name, 
Forsake  their  cradles  to  compete  for  favor  and  for 

fame. 

When  Gotham  holds  her  lofty  seat,  queen  city  of 

the  nation, 
Proud  patroness  of  enterprise  throughout  the  whole 

creation ; 
Whose  voice  from  press  and  business  mart,  rolls  out 

its  potent  thunders, 
And  last,  not  least,  whose  Bamum  keeps  the  world 

agape  with  wonders ! 

Come  ono,  come  all,  both  old  and  young,  and  mingle 

in  these  scenes. 
Come  spinsters  of  uncertain  age,  and  misses  in  your 
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Ye  maty,  crusty  bachelors  I   shake  off  your  false 

alarms, 
And  boldly  face  our  new  recruits — our  infantry  in 

armsl 

Lo !  from  the  four  estremitica  of  famous  Yanlcee  land, 
Come  juvenile  competitors — a  happy,  hopeful  band  ; 
Babes  fat  and  fair ;  triplets ;  ah  me  !  a  dozen  pairs 

of  twins ! 
Thus  some  poor  mortals  suffer  two-fold  penance  for 

their  sins ! 

Alas,  that  in  this  novel  strife  its  prizes  should  be  won, 
At  sacrifice  of  here  and  there  some  mother's  darhng 

son ; 
Some  bright  one  midst  the  family  group,  who  reigus 

without  a  peer. 
Lured  from  his  little  realm  to  find  a  hundred  rivals 

here  I 

But  surely,  each  maternal  lip  in  triumph  will  declare 
Her's  was  the  loveHest  offeiing ;  the  fairest  of  the 

iair; 
The  sweet  delusion  nature  gave,  still  re^ns  within 

her  breast, 
Each  partial  eye  its  jewel  sees,  the  brightest  and  the 

best  I 
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Kind  matrons !  *  on  whose  nod  depend  tlie  fortunes 

of  the  hour, 
Whose  taste  shall  choose  from  ottt  the  wreath,  the 

rarest,  SM'eetest  flower ; 
Foi^ct  not,  how  in  olden  time  that  naughty  apple 

came 
Among  those  rival  f^oddesses,  to  wake  the  envious 

flame. 

"When  Paris— inconsiderate  youth,  Hecuba's  ill- 
starred  son,— 

Presumed  among  the  matchless  three,  to  name  tha 
peerless  one ; 

And  so,  upon  his  foolish  head,  Minerva's  hate  came 
down, 

While  Juno  lowered  upon  his  race  with  her  revenge- 
ful frown. 

My  song  should  cease ;  but   still  the  muse  would 

linger  to  propose 
A  health  to  Bamnm — wondrous  man !  the  friend  o£ 

baby-shows ; 
In  all  the  fields  of  enterprise  a  champion  shrewd 

and  bold. 
Beneath  whose  magie  hand,  whato'er  it  touches  turns 

to  gold ! 

•  The  lady  judges, 
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Tears  hence,  perchance,   some  hale  old  man — ^his 

grandchild  on  his  tnee — 
Will  oft  recomit  the  bygono  times,  when  youi^  and 

blithe  was  ho ; 
When  bright  and  lustrous  was  the  eye,  now  weak 

with  age,  and  dim, 
And  boast  about  that  early  prize  that  Bamum  gave 

to  him! 

Now  to  each  Httlo  cherub  face  a  double  health  is 

here — 
May  time  add  yet  another  charm  with  each  succeed- 
ing year ; 
Till  life's  meridian  sun,  in  all  its  richness  shall  un- 
fold 
The  blossom,  fair  and  beauteous,  as  the  infant  bud 
foretold. 

a  B.  S. 
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The  night  waa  clear,  the  air  was  keen, 
The  gi-omid  was  covered  thick  with  snow, 

And  far  above,  the  glittering  sheen 

Of  Heaven's  bright  orbs  would  come  and  go. 


I  felt  old  Boreas'  stinging  bite. 

As  shrieking  through  the  sash  he  came. 

And  saucily  addressed  my  Ught, 
As  if  she  were  an  olden  flame. 

Half  drank  with  fun,  the  jolly  god 
Bore  the  light  snow-flakes  from  their  bed, 

And  rushing  up  the  narrow  road. 

Whirled  fiercely  round  the  traveler's  head. 

Who,  just  returned  from  Congress  Hall, 
Was  quite  unable  well  to  shift, — 

While  striving  Buncombe's  speech  to  call, 
He  could  not,  somehow,  see  the  drift. 

Ha !  how  the  laughing  stars,  so  mild. 
Watch  the  mad  frohc  from  on  high ; 

They  seem  to  say  :  A  favorite  child 
Is  privili^ed  to  tease  and  cry. 
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I  dropt  the  curtain  on  the  scene, 

And  back  within  my  chamber  turned ; 

"When  burst  the  doors  that  stood  between 
My  callous  heart  and  brain  that  burned 

"With  recollections  of  tlie  past — 

Aroused,  enkindled  from  their  sleep ; 

The  sweetest  breeze,  the  harshest  blast. 
The  day  to  sing,  the  night  to  weep. 

Allotted  by  the  mighty  King- 
All  pass  before  my  shrinking  eye ; 

Nor  first  the  sorrows  bear  a  sting, 
"While  every  Joy  upheaves  a  sigh. 

As  hooded  monk  and  mail-clad  knighl^ 
Upon  their  patron's  natal  evo. 

With  goi^eous  pomp  and  solemn  rite 
Th'  illuminated  castle  leavo ; 

Commanding  all  the  numerous  train 
That  forms  the  lordly  retinue. 

They  file  upon  the  darkened  plain, 

From  whence  in  silence  they  may  view 

The  vestal,  silver  lamps  that  shine 
Depended  from  the  casements  high ; 
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Nor  is  there  movement  in  the  line. 
Until  they  flicker,  leap  and  die ; 

So,  from  the  portal  of  my  mind 

Leads  covered  hope  and  steeled  despair, 
Imiomerable  host,  that  -wind 

Beneath  the  gateway-torches'  glare. 

The  arsenal  of  thoughts  and  deeds 
At  last  forsaken— all  apart, 

Each  nature  on  the  other  feeds- 
Heart  looks  on  mind,  mind  searches  heart 

"  Ha !  good  Eodolpho,  didst  thou  mark  ? 

Some  cursed  menia,!  yet  remams  ; 
I  see  her  'mid  the  light— nay  hark ! 

Hear'st  thou  her  desecrating  strains  ? 

"  Haste  1  good  Eodolpho  ;  give  thy  steed 
The  freest  rein,  and  to  me  bring 

The  audacious  wretch ;  with  greatest  speed 
Her  carcase  to  the  dogs  we'll  fling." 

"  Stay,  my  good  knight,"  old  Lubin  cries, 
"  I'm  sure  my  lord  his  word  withdraws ; 

Ton  form  and  voice  is  from  the  skies, 
Oar  Lady  smiles  upon  the  cause." 
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Why  ^d  I  fail  the  form  and  voice 
Of  childhood's  innocence  and  peace 

To  recognize  ?     But  now  rejoice ! 

Hope  argues  from  them,  doubtings  cease. 

Blest  Heaven,  we  see,  that  ere  the  soul 
la  quite  divorced  from  Faith  and  Truth, 

Before  remembrancQa  are  whole, 
An  angel  trims  the  lamp  of  youth. 

With  cruel  throbbiag  pulsed  my  head, 
My  brain  with  thousand  vagaries  teemed, 

As,  worn  and  wcaiy,  on  my  bed, 

I  threw  ray  pantmg  seK  and  di-eamed. 

Amid  my  native  hills  I  roam, 
I  hear  the  brooks,  I  taste  the  breeze ; 

Disposed  at  once  to  joy  and  gloom, 
I  mark  each  scene  of  childliood's  glees. 

Mysterious  presence  by  my  side  I 
And  strainer  still  in  that  I  know 

It  is  my  love,  and  joy,  and  pride, 
That  close  attends  where'er  I  go. 

Pull  recognition  with  tho  mom, 

My  longing,  anxious  spirit  had ; 
'Twas  then  I  knew  that  face  and  form — 

I  know  it  now,  and I  am  sad !— 0.  A.  £ 
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LINES  READ  AT  A  SUPPEE 

OF  COMPANY  C,  FIEST   BATTALIOS  ISFANTEY,  MASS.  TOli. 
MILITIA,  GREAT   BAEBISGTON,  1855. 

Once  on  a  time  Lieutenant  C,  upon  my  reveries  stole, 

His  riglit  hand  held  his  last  cigar ;  bis  left,  my 
button-hole ; 

"  We're  going  to  have  a  supper,  Sam,  next  Satur- 
day," said  he, 

"  Here  goes  your  name  ;  don't  say  me  '  nay  '—you 
must  be  there  to  tea  I 

"  The  clergy  are  invited  guests ;  the  yeomen  near 

and  far, 
The  lawyers,  and  a  host  beside  who  practice  at  the 

bar; 
The  Captain,  and  his  soldiers  all,  with  tinsel,  fife 

and  drum ; 
I  tell  you,"   said  Lieutenant   C,  "this   military's 

some  1 

And  iurthermore,  this  brief  advice  you'll  find  is 
haply  timed ; 
Come   not,  equipped   and   armed  alone,  but  duly 
cooked  and  primed ; 
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For  wlien  the  cloth  is  cleared,  we  trust  you  fellows 

of  the  law 
Will  undertake  to  satisfy  our  intellectual  maw. 

Give  U3   a  speech,  or  sentiment,  or  both,  if  you 
prefer ; 
Or,  should  your  Muse  prove  tractable,  just  coax  a 

simle  from  her ; 
Come  on  at  least  with  ready  wHl,  and  only  do  your 

best, 
j\jia  I—your  most  admirmg  friend—will  answer  for 

the  rest." 

Thus  spako  the  Tirst  Lieutenant,  and  in  quest  of 

other  prey, 
Left  me,  hia  latest  victim,  to  ponder  on  my  way  ; 
To  cogitate  some  shu:kiiig  scheme,  or  supplicate  the 

muse. 
Who  rarely  sufters  a  default  when  an  attorney  sues. 

'Tis  hard,  methought ;  'tis  passmg  hard,  such  pres- 
sing friends  to  meet, 

WhHe  waUdng  very  quietly  along  the  village  street ; 

To  have  them  chalk  you  for  a  speech,  and  pledge 
you  to  fulfill ; 

But  harder  yet  to  shake  them  off,  unless  you  say 
you  will. 
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So  hitlier  to  our  feast  I  bring,  for  better  or  for 

worse, 
An  honest  toast,  though  plainly  clad  in  unambitious 

verse ; 
Forget  the  garb  that  clothes  the  thought,  uncomely 

though  it  be. 
But  to  the  naked  sentiment,  drink   heartily  with 


The  Boys  of  Berkshire !  skilled  alike  in  arts  of  peace 

and  war ; 
Proud  owners  of  this  fair  estate  their  fathers  battled 

for ; 
With  hands  to  do,  and  norve  to  dare,  in  Freedom's 

sacred  cause, — 
Defenders  of  their  country's  rights;  iipholders  of 

her  laws ; 


A  health  to  these,  the  worthy  sons  of  brave,  immor- 
tal sires ! 

Forever  may  their  bosoms  glow  with  patriotio 
fires ! 

No  hireling  troops  are  our  defence ;  but  Freedom 
proudly  rears 

Her  flag,  and  hopefuUy  regards  our  Berkshire  Volun- 
teers 1 
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A  health,  a  double  health  to  theso ;  shotild  Freedom 

e'er  invoke 
Her  sons  to  rally  and  resist  the  rash  invadera'  stroke  ; 
Not  last,  not  least ;  but  first  and  best,  where  thickest 

fight  appears, 
Look  ye  to  find   our  noble  boys;    our  Berkshire 

Volunteers ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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nCEFACE    TO   REPORT   OF   COMMITTEE   AT   EXmBITION   OF 
HOOSATOSIC   AGRICULTURiL   SOCIETY,    1855, 

In  this  our  age  so  fraught  wiih  startling  things, 
When   each   mne   dajs   some  new-flodged  wonder 

brings ; 
When  good  old  grand-dames  rub  their  pious  eyes. 
And  heave  by  turns  their  Partingtonian  sighs ; 
When  each  young  stripling,  ere  ho  learns  to  read, 
Aspires  to  manage  his  two-forty  steed  ; 
Forsakes  his  primer,  and,  as  best  he  can. 
Displays  the  pony  and  the  fast  young  man  ; 
When  beardless  boys  with  martial  headgear  crowned. 
Scare  all  the  horsos  in  the  country  round ; 
Defy  the  foemau  with  prodigious  might, 
Though  well  assured  there's  none  at  hand  to  fight ; 
When  innovations  such  as  these  begin, 
Ought  not  our  ladies  to  be  "  counted  in  ?  " 
Aye !  burst  the  barriers  that  have  kept  her  fast. 
And  give  to  woman  all  her  "  rights  "  at  last ! 
May  she  not  speak,  though  blest  with  healthful  lungg, 
And  doubly  favored  witli  the  gift  of  tongues  ? 
Wliile  man  his  seeming  precedence  attains, 
May  she  not  sometimes  drive,  and  hold  the  reins  ? 
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On  this  our  annual  Farmer's  holiday, 
Hath  she  no  charms  and  graces  to  display  ? 
"Wliile  man  pursues  his  schemes  for  fame  or  pelf, 
May  she  not  seek  some  market  for  herself? 
In  sooth  she  may ;  nor  let  one  cynic  dare 
To  chide  this  feature  of  our  Berkshire  Fair ! 
Come  then,  and  in  these  festive  sports  engage ! 
Come  spinsters  all  of  problematic  age. 
Come  on,  fair  matrons,  and  ye  laughing  girls, 
With  raven  tresses  or  with  auburn  curls  ; 
■Come  one,  come  all  to  ply  those  nameless  arts, 
Which  make  such  havoc  with  oiu-  tender  hearts. 
Who  knows  how  many  an  unrecorded  prize 
Lurks  now  within  some  bashful  lover's  eyes ; 
How  many  a  swain  beholds  but  to  adore 
Some  favorite  lass  he  almost  loved  before ! 
Ah !  who  can  tell,  from  such  a  scene  as  this, 
What  hopes  may  follow,  or  what  nuptial  bHss ; 
What    life-long    pleasures,    'neath    the    smiles 

fate. 
Upon  the  issue  of  these  moments  wait ! 

Health  to  the  daughters  of  oar  worthy  dames  ! 
Tho  brightest  jewels  which  old  Berkshire  claims. 
Despising  not  the  duties  of  then  sphere, 
Behold  the  trophies  of  their  labor  here ! 
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See  the  rioh  products  of  the  dairy-room  ; 
The  tasteful  fabrics  of  the  housewife's  loom ; 
The  Jaces,  silts,  and  worts  of  finer  art ; — 
Say,  hath  not  woman  well  sustained  her  part  ? 
And  last,  not  least ;  hath  she  not  shown  her  sMIl 
To  guide  the  steed,  and  curb  him  at  her  will  ? 
O  may  our  boys  prove  no  ungrateful  churls, 
Who  own  such  soil  and  court  such  lovely  girls ! 
Be  it  their  pride  to  cherish  and  defend 
These  best  of  treasures  Heaven  to  man  could  lend! 
S.  B.  S. 
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LINES  FOR  ST.  JOHN'S  DAT. 

Another  festal  day's  return  : 
Thrice  uttered  be  the  greeting, 

As  round  those  lighte  that  brightest  bum. 
The  Brotherhood  are  meeting. 

No  anniversary  of  Time 

Our  Order's  records  centre — 
"When  first  she  ope'd  her  gates  sublime 

And  bade  the  pilgrim  enter. 

Who  have  not  passed  by  Mount  Moriah, 

Nor  learned  the  sealed  Ionic, 
May  deem  the  widow's  son  of  Tyre 

Possessed  no  word  Masonic. 

But  let  rejected  skeptics  cry, 

Her  ancient  dates  are  fiction  ; 
Few  wiU  presume  to  her  deny 

John's  Saintly  benediction. 

And,  lo  !  the  bond  in  Art  confessed. 
When  skilled  with  square  and  gavel, 

Through  Europe's  eoorts,  from  East  to  West 
The  Masters  freely  travel. 
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■Wlien  round  Cologne  encamped  the  Craft — 

Those  wonderful  adapters,— 
"Wlio  crowned  the  simple  Doric  shaft 

With  Corinth's  beauteous  chapters ; 

When  he,  whose  architecture  wove 
In  stone  the  hymn  and  psalter, 

Upreared  the  Pantheon  far  above 
St.  Peter's  gorgeous  altar ; 

When  rectitude  of  heavenly  law. 
Once  symboled  by  the  plummet, 

Was  typified  to  heights  of  awe 
In  Strasbourg's  piercing  summit ; 

Or  when  Milan's  cathedral  choirs 
First  sang  the  strains  of  Starble — 

As  biurst  into  a  spray  of  spires 
That  soaring  wave  of  marble. 

Albeit  the  operative  tools 

Of  true  Masonic  labor. 
Now  yield  the  Order's  nobler  rules, 

Toward  God,  and  self,  and  neighbor. 

We  bring  not  from  the  distant  Past 

A  legendary  story — ■ 
The  grandest  hving  structures  east 

Her  monumental  glory. 
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Thanks  to  the  Architect  Supreme  ! 

Who  by  the  Tempie's  building. 
By  every  joined  block  and  beam, 

By  splendid  wealth  of  gilding, 

By  column  and  by  Testibule, 

And  by  the  place  vaU-hidden, 
Presented  Wisdom's  perfect  school, 

To  which  our  Uvea  are  bidden, 

.No  more  the  Pantheistic  thought, 

life  is  a  plant's  expansion  : 
Man  builds  a  House  ;  hia  deeds  are  wrought 

In  texture  of  a  mansion. 
The  pavement  of  a  ground-floor  shows 

A  handiwork  indented ; 
The  walls  which  faithfulness  enclose, 

By  justice  are  cemented. 

O,  bond  of  Truth  !     0,  mystic  tie ! 

That  binds  our  heart-struigs  human. 
In  brotherhood  that  passeth  by 

The  vaunted  love  of  woman  I 

Where,  in  the  wide  world's  mighty  scope. 
Are  found  the  homes  not  wanting 

Thy  blessed  power  for  Faith  and  Hope, 
'Gainst  hollow  cheer  and  canting  I 
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The  Ark  whose  capitals  we  greet — 
Which  holds  the  workmen's  wages — 

Has  safely  reached  the  Master's  seat ; 
Borne  down  the  Lodge  of  Ages. 

So  shall  it  move,  majestic,  grand, 
Tiiroi:^h  Time's  prescribed  cycle, 

'Till  on  the  sea  and  on  the  land 
Shall  stand  the  angel  Michael  I 
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OHBISTHAS  LINES, 

?    WITH    A    PACKAGE    TO    THEEE    EOABDING- SCHOOL 
MISSES,  CHRISTMAS  DAY,    1853. 

I  SAW  them  at  the  window, 

So  like  the  Graces  Three  ; 

The  loveliest  and  fairest 

The  eje  could  wish  to  see ; 

Ajxd  from  those  merry  Yoiees, 

Melodious  and  clear ; 

The  welcome,  "  Merry  Christmas ! " 

Came  floafciiig  to  my  ear. 

There  stood  the  charming  Ajinie, 
I  always  loved  so  well ; 
And  Lou,  for  whom  my  fondness 
I  hardly  dare  to  tell ; 
And  lastly,  tho'  not  leastly 
Of  all  the  Merry  Three, 
There  stood  the  merry  JuHa — 
Oh  what  a  witch  is  she  ! 

And  so  I  just  bethought  me, — 
All  bashfulness  aside ; — 
To  send  this  bunch  of  sweetnesa, 
(My  love  solidified  !) 
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And  now,  adieu,  sweet  maidens  I 
And  always  think  of  me, 
When  you  recall  tJie  Christmas 
Of  Eighteen  Fifty  Three ! 

S.B.S. 
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EBlIMml.  AT  BOYS  Am  GIBLS'  HISTITAI,  TOM  4, 1856, 
AT  GREAT  BAREINGTOS. 

Aa  WEAEY  traveler,  panting  for  repose. 

Halts  on  his  journey,  Tfhere  some  streamlet  iows; 

Seels  out  some  grassy  conoli  beneath  the  trees. 

And  shuts  Hs  eyes,  and  calmly  takes  his  ease ; 

So  comes  our  Goddess,  with  a  gladsome  mien, 

Lured  by  the  aspect  of  this  joyous  scene. 

Sated  with  glory  and  the  deafening  noise 

Of  crackers,  guns,  and  patriotic  boys  i 

Crazed    with    the    medley-both    of    sounds    and 

sights, — 
The  crowds,  the  din,  the  independent  fights  ;- 
The  very  music  all  at  once  she  scorns. 
Intoxicated  with  so  many  horns  ;— 
Weary  of  these,  we  bid  her  welcome  here. 
This  nice  old  lady,  in  her  eightieth  year. 
Hearty,  and  hale,  and  fair  she  is,  as  when 
Her  earliest  presence  cheered  the  soul-tried  men. 
Her  waist  grows  ampler,  and  her  arms,  'tis  true, 
Have  kept  on  stretching  all  her  lifetime  through. 
I-or  many  a  year,  perpleied  with  want  and  tod. 
With  meddling  neighbors  and  some  family  brod. 


„  Google 


90 


POEMS. 


In  fair  proportions  her  estate  has  grown, 
By  thrift  and  tact  she  more  than  holds  her  own. 
Her  buxom  form,  for  anght  that  now  appears, 
Bids  fair  to  last  another  four-score  years— 
For  weU  she  knows,  whatever  may  befall. 
Her  CoKSTiTDTioN  can  suryivo  it  all. 

Tain  wovdd  the  muse,  with  voice  attuned  to  praise, 
Bepeat  the  story  of  her  earherdays ; 
Eecount  the  strange  adventures  of  her  youth— 
A  tale  of  romance,  but  of  treasured  truth- 
How  she  and  Jonathan  conspired  to  wed. 
And  when  it  was,  and  what  the  neighbors  said  ; 
How,  ever  since  the  nuptial  knot  was  tied, 
riocks,  acres,  children,  all  have  multiphed. 
How,  from  the  thkteen  patrimonial  farms. 

Hard    earned    at    first,    and    kept    by   force    and 
arms, 

The  bounds  have  widened  toward  the  setting  son. 

Tin  Jonathan  is  lord  of  thhty-one ! 

How,  vexed  and  jealous  at  the  rare  success, 

Britannia  sought  her  daughter  to  distress; 

How  Johnny  Taurus  came  from  o'er  the  sea, 

To  put  in  force  the  tax  upon  his  tea ; 

Fought  eight  long  years,  a  strong  and  vigorous  pnll. 

And  earned  right  well  his  name  of  Johnny  Bull. 
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How,  once  again,  he  strove  the  boys  to  llch, 

And  tongli  "Old    Hickory"  caused   him  to   "ent 

stick." 
In  later  times,  how,  on  a  foreign  field. 
Old  "  Eough  and  Eeady  "  qtiite  forgot  to  yield ; 
How,  from  the  first,  through  each  successiTO  year. 
On  land,  on  sea,  in  every  noble  sphere, 
In  science,  arts,  and  legislative  still, 
■With  sword  and  plow-share,  and  the  gray  goose- 
quill, 
With  wind  and  water,  earth,  and  fire,  and  steam, 
And  lightning  harnessed  lilte  a  docile  team ; 
In  every  branch  of  commerce  and  of  trade, 
Where  man's  proud  impress  ever  yet  was  made ; 
Coliunbia's  Sons,  with  ready  zeal  addressed, 
Have  proved  themselves  the  foremost  and  the  best; 
All  this  at  length,  the  Muse  would-fain  rehearse, 
In  faitlif  ul  numbers  and  befitting  verse ; 
But,  closely  scanning  the  assembled  throng, 
Forbears  discreetly  to  protj-act  her  soi^. 


Columbia's  goddess  once  agam  beholds  her  natal 

day, 
Her  gallant  sons  and  daughters  fair  are  joined  in 

glad  array — 
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Prom  hill  and  dale,  from  north  and  south,  from  east 

to  western  shore, 
Sound  praises  and  thanksgivings  for  the  patriot  men 

of  yore. 

Fair  Liberty  beholds  the  scene  with  just  maternal 

pride. 
She  gazes  at  her  rich  domaia,  extending  far  and 

widd,^ — 
Her  noble  lakes,  her  busy  streams,  her  prairies  and 

savannahs, 
"While  from  them  all,  in  unison,  ascend  the  glad  ho- 


"  Alas!"  she  cries,  "that  in  my  name,  one  recreant 
traitor  should, 

"With  impious  hand,  essay  to  part  this  glorious  sister- 
hood! 

That  midway  o'er  so  fair  expanse,  should  stretch 
that  odious  line — - 

Jly  sons !  guard  well  the  heritage,  'tis  yours — all 
yours— and  mine  !  " 

All  sated  with  glory  and  swelling  with  pride, 
!Prom  the  "  noise  and  confusion  "  now  turning  aside. 
The  goddess  of  Liberty  hitherward  strays, 
On  the  fresh  face  of  youth  and  of  beauty  to  gaze. 
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"  All  I  these  are  my  jewels !"  mtli  rapture  she  cries, 
As  she  pauses  to  -wonder,  -wliile  feastiaig  her  eyes— 
*'  No  regal  display  with  its  semblance  of  bliss, 
Can  present  such  a  heart-cheering  picture  as  this  !" 

"With  a  radiant  smhe  are  her  features  o'erspread  ; 
Every  trace  of  disqniet  has  vanished  and  fled ; 
Not  a  shadow  there  lingers  of  doubt  or  of  care, 
Por  she  looks  at  her  Jewels,  and  cannot  despair. 

Here  she  spies  a  br%ht  youth,  who  in  progress  of 

-    years, 
At  the  far  west  shall  hve  with  tho  brave  pioneers  ; 
And  that  ruby-lipped  lass,  as  a  Southerner's  bride, 
O'er  a  cotton  plantation  shall  one  day  preside. 

All  this  picturesque  group  shall  be  scattered  afar, 
As  old  time  rushes  on  with  his  clattering  car  ; 
But  no  absence  or  distance  can  wither  or  chill 
Tliat  remembrance  of  youth,  that  shall  cling  to  us 
still. 

And  our  goddess  well  knows,  that  as  each  rolling 

year 
Shall  bring  romid  in  its  circuit  this  birthday  so  dear  ; 
Every  eye  shall  be  bright,  and  by  every  tongue, 
Erom  old  ocean  to  ocean  her  praise  shall  be  sung. 
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No  new  State  in  its  birth  shall  embarrass  her  cause, 
For  no  traitorous  subject  shall  question  her  laws ; 
But  the  new  State  each  Sovereign  hones%  craveg, 
Is  where   Hymen  presides,  and  the  lords  are  the 
slaves. 

Lo !  her  chariot  waits,  and  the  goddess  is  in  it ; 
She  has  got  an  appointment  in  Texas  next  minute- 
She  is  donning  her  robe— 'tis  of  red-white  and  blue- 
Now  she  waves  us  her  hand— and  she  bids  us  adieu  I 

a  E.  s. 
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My  boyhood  home  is  fresh  to  Tiew ; 

The  gladdening  spring  baa  dressed 
The  landscape  with  her  foliage  new. 

And  all  the  earth  seems  blest. 

The  fine  old  street  once  more  is  paved 

With  shadows  from  the  elms, 
"Whose  branches  have  for  centuries  waved 

In  clear,  ethereal  realms  ; 

And  interclasped  their  wrinMed  hands, 

With  bridal  verdure  clothed, 
As  though  in  earth  they  beard  their  bans  ;- 

By  Driad  Priests  betrothed. 

The  hills  and  moxintaina  are  replete 

With  glory  as  they  stand : 
The  one,  soft  sloping  to  our  feet. 

The  other  sharp  and  grand. 

And  close  below  the  rugged  steep, 

The  Housatonic  flows ; 
Lite  moat  before  a  fortress  keep. 

Defiant  to  its  foes. 
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And  dotting  all  the  valley  plain, 
Are  mansions  of  the  proud, 

Who  leave  the  city's  strife  for  gain 
In  summer's  sultry  cloud, 

In  quiet  haunts  like  these  to  find 
From  care  a  swoet  release. 

And  gather  for  a  burdened  mind 
The  recompense  of  Peace, 

This  day  above  an  hundred,  seems 
Enriched  by  Nature's  rule ; 

The  sun  is  temperate  in  his  beams ; 
The  winds  are  low  and  cool. 

Now,  while  the  morning  hours  remain, 
I'll  seek  some  favorite  place, 

"Where  I  can  wake  an  olden  strain. 
Some  childhood  lines  r 


And  first  my  thoughts  are  westward  turned, 

Beyond  the  pine-clad  hiU. 
Alas  I  I'm  told  the  grove  is  burned ; 

In  ruin  Hes  the  mill. 

The  woods  destroyed,  the  marble  bed 

Untouched  by  woritmen,  save 
When  at  a  summons  from  the  dead, 

To  decorate  a  grave. 
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So  that  to  click  of  bar  or  spade 
Within  our  burjing  grounds, 

The  muffled  drill  alone  is  made 
To  give  responsive  sounds. 

That  ravished  and  deserted  spot 

I  cannot  wish  to  see ; 
For  what  it  was,  and  now  is  not. 

Would  mournful  speak  to  me. 


s  the  river,  'neath  a  spring. 
Near  to  the  mountain's  crest, 
A  rock  of  reddish  hue  juts  forth. 
As  from  a  mother's  breast. 

Nor  treble  labor  of  ascent. 
Nor  lack  of  picture  grace 

Prom  yonder  rock,  do  now  prevent 
My  visit  to  its  base. 

But  I  remember,  vivid,  when 
I  last  stood  there  at  dawn 

With  one  I  shall  not  see  again— 
Tor  Geoi^e  has  long  since  gone. 

Two  names  upon  the  southern  side. 
Were  rudely  carved  by  liim ; 

But,  I  am  told,  before  he  died, 
The  marks  had  grown  quite  dim. 
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0,  friend,  beloved !  No  aculptured  stoae 

Affords  my  heart  relief ; 
I  see  in  that  rough  rock  alone 

My  monument  of  grief. 

Poi^ve  me,  then,  if  I  refuse 

To  walk  where  oft  with  thee. 
Those  paths— in  pleasure  others  choose — 

They're  sacred  now  to  me. 

Then  what  direction  shall  I  take. 

Where  I  in  ease  may  look  ? 
"Will  memories  jarring  discord  make 

Along  the  Eoaring  Brook  ? 

"Would  any  thing  of  recent  change 

"Unpleasant  feelings  bring, 
Should  I  decide  to  visit  now 

The  "Evanescent  Spring?" 

The  morning  hours  are  fully  passed ; 

The  sun  rolls  down  his  zenith  wave  ; 
As  with  a  fancy,  pleased  at  last, 

I  turn  my  steps  toward  Belcher's  Cave- 

A  hard  and  patient  search  revealed 
The  cavern's  mouth  to  me  again; 

For  nature  cunningly  concealed 
The  entrance  to  the  forger's  den. 
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Well  I  remember,  Tenturoua  Dave 

Wotild  lead  us  creeping  through  the  porch; 
Then  suddenly  iHume  tho  nave 

"With  flashes  from  his  birehen  torch. 

And  when  we  boys  would,  proud,  declare 
Dave's  cool  contempt  for  snakes  and  glionls 

DroU  Tom  would  say  :  "  He's  oft  been  there, 
In  search  of  Belcher's  forging  tools." 

Ah,  me  I  when  on  far  distant  shore, 
I  stood  beside  each  lowly  grave  ; 

t  did  not  thint  I  should  once  more 
Itepeat  their  names  in  Belcher's  Cave. 

Here  history  and  tradition  both 
Eehearee  of  charities  and  crimes  ; 

The  one,  recorded  under  oath, 

The  other,  tales  of  grandame's  times. 

A  lad  who  sought  his  father's  ewe. 

One  day,  descried  a  curious  smoke  ; 

The  bank  soon  up  the  chimney  flow, 

And  this  illegal  broker  broke, 

Wliat  days  were  "  celebrated  "  here ! 

Here  there  were  scenes  of  wildest  mirth  ; 
The  grandest  frohcs  of  the  year 

Were  held  around  this  spacious  hearth. 
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I  want  the  pictures  of  the  early  morn  ; 

Not  the  cold  thinking  of  the  mind  mature ; 
With  harsh  demands  of  duty  these  are  bom  ; — 

The  former  only  in  our  hearts  endure. 

Awake,  ye  echoes  of  the  joyous  past ! 

I  summon  now  a  happy  youthful  throng. 
Come  all,  as  when  we  here  assembled  last, 

"With  Jest,  and  trick,  and  anecdote,  and  song. 

Pond  recollections  crowd  a  swift-winged  hour, 
Ey  turns  provoking  me  to  laugh  and  weep  ; 

'Till  they,  and  my  emotions,  lose  their  power, 
And  gladly  (wearied)  I  recline  and  sleep. 

And  as  I  slept,  Lo !  I  was  in  a  trance ; 

A  fairy  troop  surround  my  flinty  bed  ; 
With  pantomimic  gesturing  they  dance  ; 

Then,  close  approaching,  the  Titania  said*  :— 


Again  the  fairy  waved  her  golden  wand— 
A  lovely  form  descended  from  the  clouds ! 

Madonna-Hke,  her  look  was  sweet  and  fond  ; 
A  nameless  grace  her  noble  brow  enshrouds. 

•  What  Titania  said,  is  of  too  pereonal  a  nature  to  bo  licr 
insGrted. 
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She  sat  before  me  on  a  silver  throne  ! 

Her  chastened  beanty  warmed  upon  my  lieai-t ; 
Methouglit  another,  higher  sphere  was  kno-wn, — 

Of  wMch  earth-scenes  some  blessed  hints  impact. 

Again  the  sceptre  waves  !     The  spell  is  broke  ; 

The  dear  illnsion  can  no  longer  please  : 
For  O  !  how  full  of  agony  I  woke. 

And  found  that  I  was  weeping  on  my  knees  I 

An  impulse,  irresistible  and  strange. 

Prompts  me  to  climb  the  cra^y  ledge  above  ; 

Prom  whence  I  view  the  glorious  set  of  sun, 
And  learn  the  meaning  of  the  dream  of  love. 

Through  the  thick  covering  of  the  village  trees, 
A  pleasant  cottage  meets  my  roaming  eye ; 

Instant,  as  though  borne  to  me  on  the  breeze. 
Sweet  thrills  of  recognition  force  a  sigh  1 

C.  A.  S. 
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The  Xjadj  Helen  is  etrangcly  fair, 
Endowed  ■with,  charms  and  graces  rare ; 
"With  lustrous  eyes,  whose  glance  is  rapturo, 
And  beautiful  masses  of  golden  hair. 


A  rich  bloom,  Kke  the  s 
Upon  her  soft  cheek  courts  reposo. 
And  o'er  her  features,  when  she  smileth, 
A  gleam  as  of  sunlight  comes  and  goes. 

Her  brow  is  placid  and  serene  ; 
Her  form  the  proudest  e'er  was  seen  ; 
And,  like  the  classic  Grecian  Helen, 
She  seems  by  nature  pronounced  a  queen. 

Her  very  presence  hath  a  spell. 

Within  whose  light  I'ye  loved  to  dwell ;  — - 

To  sit,  and  gaze,  and  only  Hsten, 

To  catch  her  syllables  as  tliey  fell. 

Hor  heart,  they  say,  hath  boundless  worth, 
Her  beauty  scarce  can  symbol  forth ; 
In  her,  a  spirit  meet  for  Heaven, 
Its  gentle  influence  sheds  on  earth. 
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Unmarked  amid  the  passing  tlirong, 
These  eyes  have  gazed  enraptured  long ; 
This  heart  hath  throbbed  with  wild  emotion. 
That  fain  woiild  breali  and  outpour  in  song ! 

I  could  a  tale  of  loye  unfold; 
But  the  truth  were  just  as  well  untold  ;— 
'Tis  precious  httle  for  me  she  careth,— 
A  rusty  bachelor  forty  years  old ! ! 

But  with  thy  leave,  Saint  Yalentine, 
This  wreath  of  poesy  I'll  twine ; 
But  whence  it  comes,  and  who's  tho  author, 
The  Lady  Helen  could  never  divine. 

S.  B.  S. 


,1  Google 


TO  ADA  — -. 

Tnou  hast  the  wealth  of  heauty  ;  thou  art  fair, — 
As  oft  thy  faithful  mirror  must  have  told  thee  ; — 

Endowed  with  charms  and  comely  grace  so  rare, 
That  all  must  pay  thee  homage  who  behold  thee. 

Thou  hast  the  wealth  of  mind  ;  to  quest  of  lore, 
Classic  and  modern,  thou  hast  given  thy  youth ; 

And—glorious  thing  in  woman — hast  in  store 
Treasures  of  thought,  of  wisdom,  and  of  truth. 

Thou  hast  the  wealth  of  soul ;  that  nobler  part, 
In  all  itg  depth  and  plenitude  is  thine, 

Wliich  gives  the  richest  graces  to  the  heart, 
And  makes  us  kindred  of  a  race  divine. 

Thus,  thrice-endowed  with  wealth,  I  may  not  doubt 
That  whosoe'er  thyself  and  thine  shall  win ; 

"Will  lind  a  temple,  beautiful  without. 
And  ornamented  goi^GOusly  mthin. 

S.  B.  S. 
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POEM  DELIVERED  AT  ZETA  PSI  BANQUET,  CALIFOBNIA, 

It  seems  as  if  the  gracious  Will 

That  hollowed  out  the  bay, 
And  emote  the  outer,  rock-ribbed  hill, 

To  ope  a  golden  way 

For  aea  and  ship,  for  home  and  hope  ; 

Was  equal  in  behest 
That  man  should  plant  on  yonder  slope 

The  CoUege  of  the  West. 

The  long,  low  beach  of  sodge  and  vines ; 

The  slow-retreating  plain ; 
The  emerald  upland,  which  reclines 

Against  the  mountain  chain, — 

Whose  steep  ascent  and  swelling  girth 

Lend  dignifying  powers 
To  that  choice  spot  of  all  the  earth 

i"or  academic  towers  I 

O,  beauteous  scene  for  brain  and  heart, 

Our  students'  life  beguiles ; 
The  sleeping  vale,  the  teeming  mai-t, 

The  ocean  and  the  isles  I 


,1  Google 


With  ever-varied  shifting  phase 

Of  motion  and  repose; 
With  mom's  impenotrable  haze, 

With  evening's  gorgeous  close  ! 

With  shimmering  noon,  and  glittering  night, 

Of  such  translucent  beam, 
As  on  the  meditative  sight 

Eevives  the  Berkeleyan  dream  ! 

Where  wintry  snows  are  never  known, 

Nor  enervating  heat ; 
Within  the  isothermal  zone, 

A  sure  and  perfect  seat. 

Where  nature  for  the  site  supplies 

The  Oracles  of  Tate, 
A  bounteous  wisdom  justihes 

The  Nation  and  the  State. 

And,  thanks  to  many  a  noble  friend. 

Of  unsectarian  aim, 
Whose  large  endowments  here  descend 

With  honor  to  his  name. 

And,  thanks  for  toil  in  loading  chairs, 

By  men  of  cultm-ed  sldll, 
Who,  'mid  a  thousand  teasing  cares, 

Have  kept  an  even  wih. 
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Auspicious  history !     l?rom  tliis  page 

We  lift  a  trustful  gaze  ; 
Though  weightiest  issues  mark  the  Age, 

And  auarchies  amaae. 

Strong  T'ort  of  Paith !     Assaults  are  vain ; 

Thy  banners  never  furled ! 
WhUo  Time  may  last,  thou  shalt  retain 

The  Outlook  of  a  world ! 

Pair  priestess  !  who  shall  yet  indite 

Ten  thousand  glorious  names  ; 
With  reverent  sentiments  to-n%lit. 

We  dare  invoke  thy  flames  ! 

"  Room  for  Reformers !  with  then  sovereign  plan 
To  heal  or  mitigate  the  woes  of  man." 
The  cry  is  ancient  as  our  Nation's  time, 
Tet  born  anew  in  every  tapster's  rhyme. 
The  field  has  widened  at  each  fresh  demand, 
TUl  desk  and  forum  ope  on  every  hand. 

Give  Heed,  0  People  !  is  the  prophet  shout. 
Of  those  whose  theory  is  the  "  Latest  out." 
Nor  less  potential  is  the  summons  borne 
To  found  a  sect,  or  lift  a  race  forlorn ; 
Or  force  a  city  corner  iipon  com. 
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Alike  their  dignity, — the  crowd  to  back ; — 

The  long-eared  medium,  and  the  short-haired  quack. 

The  simple  truths  our  patriot  Fathers  saw, 
Sketchod  in  resolve  and  molded  into  Law ; 
By  which  in  perils  unsurpassed  they  stood — 
Built  with  their  bones,  cemented  with  their  blood  : 
Are  all  too  narrow  for  the  modem  seer, 
Whose  wondrous  license  strikes  the  popular  ear  1 
Whoso  pubHshed  writ  is,  Eeadiness  for  "  fame," 
Won  tbroi^h  a  bloodless  martyrdom  of  shame. 

Pretending  now  a  scientific  lore, 

And  now  a  message  from  the  '  other  shore  ;' 

In  either  case  prepared  to  tell,  in  terms, 

The  grandest  eomponnd  and  the  primal  germs ; 

Rehearsing  nonsense  in  esultanfc  tone, 

As  if  the  lectures  made  creation  groan  ; 

In  any  ease,  prepared  to  scoff  and  sneer 

At  every  custom  decency  holds  dear ; — 

Seducing  ignorance  with  lascivious  charms. 

And  healthy  conscience  stinging  with  alarms. 

Such  are  Outriders,  on  the  secular  coaste, 

For  less  unselfish,  le^  courageous  hosts  ; 

Who  now  disclaim,  and  afterwards  suggest 

The  "  Progress  "  programme  may  be  for  the  best  ? 
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With  cmming  glance,  to  note  in  every  move 
Tbo  points  dobaachecl  commmiities  approve ; 
Lest  they  should  fail  to  pander,  just  in  time, 
To  some  new  doctrine,  vicious  but  "  sublime !' 


See  worthy  subjects  for  the  prison  lock, 
Unblushing  labor  with  the  corporate  stock, 
To  cover  up  the  robbery  of  a  ring, 
Or  fast  enthrone  some  great  monopoly  Mng ; 
Until  the  people,  rising  in  a  storm, 
Annomico  thoir  temper  for  a  real  reform. 
"When  Lo  !  the  foremost,  with  the  loudest  eheer. 
These  rear-guard  veterans  suddenly  appeai- ! 
Their  functioDS  now  a  double  game  of  cheat : 
Shape  voted  verdicts  to  a  flat  defeat ; 
The  while  they  make  their  own  promotion  sure, 
And  preach  a  flattering  gospel  to  the  poor ; 
Then  in  some  office,  lucrative  and  warm, 
They  whisper  sadly  of  a  lost  Reform  I 

Behold  the  highest  coimoil  iu  the  land  1 
What    men    dishonored !     and   what    rogues   com- 
mand! 
The  jovial  scoundrel  (or  tho  lucky  fool), 
Eieh  fi-om  his  ventures  in  a  gambler's  pool, 
li^or  bigger  tricks,  or  personal  regard. 
Concludes  to  take  the  senatorial  card. 
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Instant  proclaims,  in  condescending  tone, 

His  champion  platform,  as  the  "  Laborers'  own !  " 

Secures  his  oi^ans  by  a  brand  new  "  dress," 

A  monthly  stipend,  and  a  mammoth  press. 

Pensions  electors  and  the  hovering  sciibes 

"Who  write  his  speeches  and  discount  his  bribes. 

Assumes  the  toga  ■with  an  easy  air, 

And  flings,  off-hand,  the  talks  his  friends  prepare. 

(Eeminding  cronies — in  their  private  chat, — 

"  Though   wit    had    prestige,   we've    reformed    aU 

that.") 
Who  shall  these  workii^s  and  these  powers  abate  ? 
Inform  the  masses  and  preserve  the  State  ! 
Where  will  you  find  the  valorous  strength  and  will 
To  push  these  creatm-es  from  the  seats  they  fill  ? 
Who  shall  como  forward  and  combine  to  raise 
The  social  standard  of  our  earHcr  days  ; 
When  thieves,  by  purchasing  official  place, 
Could  not  obtain  an  honest  household's  grace  ; 
When  those  whose  name  no  stamp  of  honor  bore, 
Would  not  presume  to  cross  the  good  man's  door  ? 

Behold  the  masters  of  the  daily  "  Press  "  ! 
Whose  broadening  power  is  almost  measureless. 
How  few  perceive,  confess,  and  trembling  bear 
The  moral  burdens  in  the  realm  they  share. 
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How  many  to  sueh  high  position  brin^ 
The  view  and  purpose  of  a  sordid  thing. 
Perhaps  buy  out,  and  run  with  vei^eful  cast. 
Some  woll-born  jotimal  with  an  honored  past. 
Breed  typhoid-tumults  o'er  a  clerkship  wrong  ; 
Misquote  large  markets,  and  old  "  jobs  "  prolong. 
Inlay  their  columns  with  the  tales  that  amireh, 
And  pass  the  platter  io  the  wealthiest  cliurch. 
Spurn  trifling  offers  from  the  babbHi^  trade, 
And  keep  their  -virtue  on  a  dress  parade ; 
Maintain  tteir  cipher  at  the  thousandth  score,— 
And  shed  contempt  on  every  dollar  store. 
Let  others  falter  with  a  timid  qualm,— 
Their  voice,  we  know,  is  always  for  Ecform. 


A  tearful  pity  touches  the  d 

Of  those  compelled  to  read  our  neutral  Press. 

AVhere  circumstantial  suppositions  sui^e, 

In  reckless  grammar,  to  the  very  verge 

Of  dire  conclusions  on  the  mooted  head, 

Of  what  was  once  surmised  to  have  been  said. 

"Who  can  presume  to  adequately  greet 
The  fervid,  candid,  superficial  sheet  ? 
Where  every  flabby  "  Eeformation  "  scheme,— 
Creed  of  fanatic,  and  the  sick  man's  dream,— 
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Is  treated  gently,— in  a  savani  style, 

Proudly  repressive  of  the  reader's  smile. 

Where,  every  day,  in  paragraph  and  lines. 

The  special  hobby  of  the  tripod  shines ; — 

In  tireless  iteration  making  known 

A  Balance  Regulator,  all  his  own ! 

A  short,  infallible,  perspicuous  code. 

Which  sets  each  subject  his  appropriate  load. 

The  very  rich  shall  all  the  taxes  pay  ; 

The  very  poor  need  only  vote  and  play. 

The  prentice  builders  shall  their  wages  rate. 

And  draw  an  extra  tribute  from  the  State  ; 

While    those    who    mark    the    trestle-board    a] 

chart, 
Must  take  their  income  in  a  love  of  Art, 

Who  shall  expose  the  communistic  scamps  ? 

Combat  agrarians,  and  the  lecturing  tramps? 

To  real  complaints  appropriately  reply  ; 

To  borrowed  doubts  rettu:n  the  reasons  why? 

With  pleasing  humor  dissipate  their  chaff. 

And  send  their  problems  to  the  idiot's  laugh  ? 

Incline  the  people  for  the  pubUe  weal, 

To  crush  their  counsels  with  contemptuous  heel ; 

The  mighty  gulfs  resistlesaly  present, 

'Twixt  just  ambition  and  vile  discontent ; 
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Illume  anew  the  pathway  and  the  scope 
Of  careful  judgment  and  a  healthy  Hope  ? 

For  such  a  service — welcomed  in  the  van — 
Expect  the  College-educated  man ! 
To  some,  a  special  and  a  noble  call : 
A  sphere  of  duty,  more  or  less,  to  all. 

"What  though  uncounted  thousands  never  oivn 
The  debt  in  such  essential  service  grown  ? 
What  though  a  legion  cannot  understand 
That  any  dangers  shadow  o'er  the  land  ? 
And,  least  of  all,  suspect  explosive  force 
Prom  such  a  shallow,  freedom-prating  source  ? 
Though  every  warning  is  decried  and  hissed, 
The  threats  portentioua  and  the  debt  exist. 

And  O,  the  grateful  tribute,  on  this  score, 
Due  the  alumni  who  have  gone  before  1 

Enough  of  surface  tbinkuig  in  the  land. 
Sufficient  privilege  at  each  youth's  command. 
More  than  enough  of  Proverb  lore  extant,-— 
Oft  wreathed  in  context  of  revolting  cant. 
As  well  predict  a  harvest-field  of  grain 
On  arid  hiU-side  or  Sahara  plain, 
IVom  equinoctials  and  the  lunar  heat ; 
As  with  the  tribes  of  ignorant  conceit 
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Rely  alone  for  fructifying  powers 

On  -wealth-'s  rewards  and  moral  saw-duat  showers. 

The  need  momentous  is  the  souls  combined 

With  quick,  electric,  cultivated  mind  ; 

At  whose  decree  economies  shall  rest 

Beneath  profound,  inexorable  test. 

With  no  detraction  of  the  highest  force 

We  speat  emphatic  for  the  College  course. 

Since  history's  pages,  at  each  calm  review, 

Approve  the  framers,  "  wiser  than  they  knew." 

The  fostered  relish  for  established  fact, — 

The  root  of  atracture  and  the  sum  exact. 

The  mental  habits  which  tho  schools  have  shown, 

Wed  to  the  nerves  and  bred  into  the  bone. 

The  days  appointed  and  the  tasks  assigned 

To  try  the  vigor  of  the  pupU's  mind, 

Before  a  bench  of  criticizing  friends. 

Whose  cheering  counsel  with  their  censure  blends. 

The  builded  will  to  check  the  Fancy's  haste. 

And  make  it  wait  on  judgment  and  on  taste. 

Tho  fine  attrition  in  the  class  retreat, 

'Mid  growths  of  friendship, — never  more  so  sweet  I 

The  duress  for  self-introspeetion  keen ; 

The  hard,  remorseless  wearing  of  the  green. 

The  glorious  sovereignty  which  this  driU  impUes 

To  summon,  portion,  point,  and  focalize ; 
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Till  given  topics  at  the  chosen  hours 

Feel  the  white  bumii^  of  harmonious  powers ; 

With  not  a  faculty  allowed  to  roam 

Till  law  and  contrast  drive  the  statement  home. 

Vast  opportunities  denote, 
The  deepening  want  for  men, 

Whose  discipline  shall  antidote 
The  shams  of  speech  and  pen. 

Whose  quenchless  passion  for  the  truth 

Shall  6nd  a  scholar's  art, 
As  from  tho  fresh,  brava  soul  of  youth 

The  fit  suggestions  start. 

Here  grandest  fruits  of  sound  review 
In  physics  and  in  thought, 

With  all  the  lights  of  Scieuco  new, 
Instmctii^ly  are  brov^ht. 

Here  for  Life  Tournaments  we  bid. 
With  Learning  and  with  Lovo  ; 

Where  Logic's  iron  hand  is  hid 
Within  the  Imightly  glove. 

Priestess  of  Wisdom  I     In  whoso  torch 

Tho  lights  of  satire  play  : 
Grant  its  imparted  fires  may  scorch 

The  falsehoods  of  the  day. 
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s  of  Wisdom !     Genial  glow 
The  censers  by  thy  side ! 
Inspire  the  GJod-sons  thou  shalt  know 
With  warmtli  of  manly  pride ; 

And  guard  the  children  of  thy  heart, 

Linked  in  a  mystic  grace, 
As  from  thy  altars  they  depart. 

To  take  their  waiting  place. 

No  vaunt  of  spirit  or  of  mein, 
No  over-zeal  for  strife ; 
,  But  reafly  for  each  earnest  scene 
That  consecrates  a  life. 
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ruEAn  AT  ST.  John's  celebkition,  f.  and  a.  m.,  great 

BMffilNGTON,   1858, 

.  In  ancient  times,  wKen  Israel's  king  tliat  famous 
fabric  reared, 

In  -wliich  his  glory  and  his  -wealth  so  manifest  ap- 
peared ; 

He,  in  his  wisdom,  iirst  gave  liced  to  Heaven's  great 
'law  to  man. 

And  Obdee,  beauteous  and  sublime,  through  all  the 
process  ran. 

No  sound  of  axe  or  metal  tool,  through  all  the  time 

was  heard ; 
No  craftsman  broke  the  harmony  by  one  contentious 

word; 
Eor  so  the  work  was  portioned  out  by  Solomon  the 

wise, 
T'rom  corner-stone  to  capital,no  discord  could  arise. 

Eleven  hundred  men,  thrice  told,  as  Master  Masons 
wrought. 

And  eighty  thousand  Fellow-CraftB  the  quarried  mar- 
ble sought ; 
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"Wliile  Entered  aa  Approntieos  were  seventy  tJiatl-" 

sand  more, 
Who,  through  the  progress  of  the  work,  the  heavy 

burdens  bore, 

A  vast  Fraternity  they  wero — a  labor  vast  to  share, 
"Who  always  on  the  Level  met,  and  parted  on  the 


And  three  Grand  Mastc)^  gavo  the  roles  by  which 
the  work  was  done  ;— 

The  King  of  Israel,  King  of  I'yre,  and  He— ^the  wid- 
ow's son. 

Tho  columns  and  pilasters  were  of  Parian  marbis 

wrought ; 
The  timbers  from  the  famous  groves  of  Lebanori 

were  brought ; 
Of  cedar,  fir,  and  olive  wood,  the  stately  walls  wero 

made  ; 
And  all  within,  and  all  ivithout,  with  gold  was  over-' 

laid. 

Thus,  two  gfeai  structures  had  a  birth  ;  the  one,  of 

wood  and  stone, 
The  other,  framed  and  fashioned  of  IVatemal  Love 

alone; 
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The  ono  -was  joined  in  all  its  parts  by  eimning  work 

of  art  ; 
The   other,  by  the  ligaments  that  fasten  heart  to 

heart. 

The  one  Btood  out  in  bold  reHef  against  the  Yaulted 

sky; 
The  other  raised  no  towering  front  to  greet  the  ™1- 

gar  eye ; 
The  one  was  all  resplendent  with  its  Ornaments  of 

gold; 
Tho  other's  beauty  lay  concealed  beneath  its  mystic 

fold. 

Age  after  age  hath  rolled  away  with  time's  unceas- 
ing tide, 

And  generations  have  beea  bora,  have  flourished 
and  have  died. 

Since  wrought  our  ancient  brethren  on  that  Temple's 
massive  walls, 

And  thronged  its  lofty  colonnades  and  walked  its 
s  halls. 


The  Temple,  with  its  wondrous  strength,  hath  yield- 
ed unto  Time. 

The  Brotherhood  that  -flonrished  there,  still  lives 
and  lasts  sublhne. 
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The   one,  a  mere   material  thing,  hath  long  since 

passed  away  ; 
The   other   holds  its  vigorous  life,   untouched  by 

Time's  decay. 

Long  may  it  Kto,  througii  coming  years  its  excel- 
lence to  prove, 

And  Masons  ever  find  delight  in  offices  of  love ; 

Till  summoned  hence,  the  glory  of  that  Upper  Lodge 
to  see, 

"When  the  Grand  Master  shall  confer  on  each,  his 
last  degree. 

S.  B.  S. 
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BEAD   AT     ST.     JOHN  S    CEtEBEATION,    PITTSFIELD,   JTJSE, 
1860. 

The  Erase  who  is  courted  scarce  once  in  a  year, 
Is  apt  to  grow  shy,  when  you  wish  she'd  draw  near, 
Lite  most  other  diyinities,  she  too  prefers 
To  grant  wishes  of  those  who  pay  some  heed  to  hors. 

So  I  found  yester  eve,  as  I  made  invocation 
For  aid  in  a  forthcoming  tight  situation ; 
For  all  my  advances  she  met  with  a  shght, 
And   said,  "  Poets,  like  Masons,   had  better  Iteep 
bright," 

To  compromise  matters  I  promised  a  sonnet. 
Or  some  sensation  theme,  like  the  new  style  of  bon- 
net,—- 
The  one  lately  over  from  Paris,  you  know. 
With  the  vast,  overhanging,  immense  portico ! 

Then  the  smiles  and  the  frowns  o'er  her  countenance 


But  'twas  plain  to  be  seen  which  would  triumph  at 

last; 
So  she  hastily  ttvined  this  rude  garland  of  song. 
And  bestowed  it  on  me — and  I  brought  it  along. 
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As  over  life's  thoroughfares  josthi^  we  go, 

Toward  the  same  fated  goal  whore  the  dark  waters 

flow, 
It  is  well  by  the  wayside  to  pause  now  and  then, 
To  recall  that  we're  brothers  and  feel  that  we're 


AH  along  on  our  march,  i£  we  will  but  behold— 
Life's  sunny  oases  their  beauties  unfold ; 
We  may  linger  to  rest  and  refresh,  if  we  will, 
Like  the  Craftsman  of  old,  at  the  brow  of  the  hill 

We  honor  the  Order,  whoso  festival  day 
Brings  the  brotherhood  hither  in  gladsome  array, 
To  Join  in  this  ancient,  fraternal  eommunion, 
This  cordial,  old-fashioned  Masonic  re-union. 

We  honor  the  Order,  whose  principles  dear 
Make  each  man  with  his  feUow  a  recognized  peer ; 
And  whoso  language   of   emblem    and   signal   are 

one, 
'Neath  a  boreal  sky  and  a  tropical  sun. 

Whoso  ritual,  solemn,  antique  and  subhme  ; — 
Outliving  its  history- — blasting  as  time — 
Still  charms  and  controls  with  its  mystical  sway. 
As  in  Solomon's  reign  and  Zerubbabel's  day. 
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We  honor  its  tenets,  ■which  gladly  bestow 
Equal  favors  on  aU — on  the  lofty  and  low ; 
H%h  as  heaven,  broad  as  earth,  deep  as  nethermost 

sea, — 
Even  such  should  a  true  Mason's  charity  be ! 

"We  ope  not  our  portals  at  wealth's  proud  behest. 
Nor  to  fame  with  her  pliune  and  heraldical  crest ; 
But  to  him,  high  or  humble,  who  honestly  brings 
The  warm,  throbbing  heart  from  which   Masonry 
springs ! 

That  heart,  whether  hid  'neath  the  vesture  of  toil,— 
'Neath  the  garb  of  the  peasant  who  tOlcth  the  soil, 
Or  the  fabric  in  which  one  worm  dresseth  another, 
We  hail  it  the  same  as  the  badge  of  a  brother, 

'Neath  the  mariner's  jacket,  afar  on  the  deep. 
Ton  shall  test  it,  and  find  it  is  never  asleep  ; 
'Neath  the  rude  savage  breast,  when  no  mortal  is 

nigh, 
It  is  visible  still  to  the  All-seeing  Eye. 

Its  presence  is  heeded  in  every  zone  ; 
By  priest  on  the  altar,  by  prince  on  his  throne  ; 
Wheresoever  the  tribes  and  the  races  belong, 
Lo !  Masonry's  vast  multitudinous  throng  ! 
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And  Masonry'a  mission :  'tis  simply  to  prove 
'Mid  the  discords  of  life,  how  potential  is  Love : 
To  revere  what  is  sacred,  to  feel  what  is  human, 
To  show  good  will  to  man  and  true  honor  to  woman, 

Be  it  oui^  in  our  day  to  preserve  it  alive. 
In  Faith,  Hope  and  Charity,  long  may  it  thrive ; 
Till  mankind,  in  the  light  of  its  dyeds  shall  agree 
That  the  whole  world  one  Grand  Lodge  of 
shoiild  be ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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READ  AT  ST.   JOHn'S  CELEBRATION,  OF  EVENINO  STAR 
LODOE,   USE,   MASS.,   JUNE,    1859. 

("WEITIBN  DUBWa   THE   EXEHOIBES.) 

Theke's  ono  thing  stands  exceeding  clear, — 

And  much  as  I  expected, — 
It  comes  from  West,  and  South,  and  East ; 

"  My  boy,  you're  just  elected ! 
So  make  a  speech,  or  sing  a  song  1 

(They  say  that  Oineimiatiis 
Presents  a  chap,  who's  troubled,  too,* 

With — very  slight — affiatus !") 

This  mom,  as  Sol  rose  in  the  Bast, 

To  call  his  craft  to  labor ; 
"  Come,  como !  "  said  he, — "  it's  time  for  you 

To  stir  yourself,  my  neighbor ! 
Toti  know  you're  of  the  '  Lesser  Lights,' 

My  adolescent  brother !  " 
Said  I — "  Don't  call  me  that  again ; 

If  I'm  one,  you're  another ! 


'Another  poom  wasread  on  thesame  oooaaioa  by  P.  0.  SayleS; 
EaiJ-,  of  Bettsliira  Lodge,  South  Adams. 
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Don't  think  because  you  closed  your  Lodge 

So  gloriously  last  even  ; 
And  left  us  striving  to  peer  tlu'ough 

That  golden  gate  to  Heaven ; 
And  cheered  sweet  Orient  with  a  smile. 

And,  like  a  gallant  lover. 
Dispelled  the  gloom,  and  placed  instead 
That  Koyal  Arch  above  her ; 

Don't  think,"  said  I, — "  to  rise  at  mom., 

Behind  that  mask  up  yonder  ; 
And  chase  our  pleasant  dreams  away 

By  muttering  so  like  thunder ! 
And  don't— I  beg  you— don't  repeat 

Those  tricks  in — ^hydrostatics ; 
Which  make  poor  Luna  hide  her  face, 

And  give  me  such  rheumatics ! 

Wo  meant  to  have  a  holiday ; 

A  feast  of  love  and  reason— 
And  celebrate,  with  right  good  will, 

This  rare  old  festive  season ; 
But  how  am  I  to  keep  the  step. 

Or  swing  a  dest'rous  gavel. 
With  all  these  twinges  at  the  joints. 

To  plague  me  while  I  travel  I " 
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"  Come,  come ! "  the  Day-king  gave  responae, 

"  Don't  fret  in  sucli  a  maimer; 
The  time  is  up,  and  brotbera  now 

Are  rallying  'neath  jour  banner. 
Old  Cincinnatus  left  his  plow 

To  serve  his  fellows,  gladly ; 
You  know  the  rest — so  don't  desert 

Tour  colors  quite  so  badly  !  " 

So  here  I  come— all  out  of  breath — 

But  if  you  would  "  see  Sam ; " 
Or  ask  if  he's  among  this  throng, 

I  beg  to  state — "  I  am ! " 
I'm  always  there,  in  soul  or  flesh. 

In  spite  of  adverse  weather, 
Where,  in  the  bonds  that  bind  true  hearts, 

True  men  arc  met  together. 

And  very  pleasant  'tis  to  gaze 

On  scenes  Uke  these,  my  friends ; 
Where  brothers  meet  in  glad  embrace, 

And  wit  with  wisdom  blends; 
Where  beauty  smiles  to  crown  the  feast, 

And  musio  breathes  her  strain  ; — 
Where  youth  exults  with  high  impulse. 

And  age — is  youth  again  I 
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O,  what  are  all  the  baubles  worth 

We  strive  to  win  and  save. 
While  scrambliBg,  as  we  blindly  do, 

From  cradle  on,  to  grave  ! 
We  go  shell-gathering  all  our  days, 

As  babes,  as  boys,  as  men ; 
While  stiU  the  solemn  question  comes, 

"  What  then !  "—ah,  yes  I  what  then  I 

The  time  is  up  ;— chop  off  the  string '. 

Now,  join,  each  grateful  brother ! 
And  mark,  kind  Mends,  who're  not  of  us, 

Hoio  Masons  toast  each  other! 
Our  Gekeeotjs  Hos'ra  I  all  hail  to  you— 

Te  men  of  high  endeavor ; 
And  thou— bright  Evening  Star— shine  on. 

Forever — and  forevei-. 

S.  B.  S. 
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I  TAKE  the  old  familiar  walk 

To  the  brow  of  the  pleasant  hiU, 
From  -whence  we've  watched  tlie  evening  sun 

Its  parting  rays  distil. 
I  stand  upon  the  oaken  bridge, 

And  mark  the  waters  ghde, 
The  same  as  I  have  seen  them,  dear, 
When  seated  at  your  side. 

And  0 1  my  heart,  it  will  go  back, — 

I  cannot  keep  it  still,^ 
I  cannot  change  its  tortuous  track 
By  virtue  of  my  will. 

And  I  wonder  sadly,  strangely, 
If  there  yet  a  heart  may  be, 
Whose  memories  of  olden  time 
Are  somehow  linked  with  me  I 

There's  not  a  bush,  or  briar,  or  tree, 

I  see  no  wayside  flower, 
But  what  suggests  some  thought  of  theo. 

As  of  a  long-flown  hour. 
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Kind  nature  tunes  her  various  voice 

To  suit  my  iistenuig  oar ;— 

Tlie  breezes  do  not  now  rejoice, 

No  laughing  stream  I  hear ; 

But  a  soft  and  plaintivo  song  is  borno 
From  the  circling  mountain  slopes ; 
And  the  murmuring  river  seems  to  mourn 
The  dh-ges  of  my  hopes  :— 
As  I  wonder  sadly,  strangely, 
If  there  yet  a  heart  may  be, 
Wliose  pleasant  memories  of  old 
Are  somehow  hnted  with  me ! 

No  hot  and  foverisli  state  of  brain 

Induces  me  to  find 
In  yon  half-burned  ajid  ruined  mill 

A  picture  of  ray  mind. 
Its  faUen  timbers,  charred  and  black, 

Its  flood-gates  swept  away, — ■ 
Appropriate  types  they  well  may  seem 
Of  my  prcmatm-e  decay. 
Through  the  swollen  dam,  unceasingly, 

The  swoUen  torrents  roll ; 

So  pour  the  streams  of  inner  life 

O'er  the  embers  of  my  soul. 
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And  I  wonder  sadly,  strangely, 
li  there  jet  a  heart  might  be, 

Whoso  memories  of  olden  time 
Are  somehow  linked  mth  me  t 

if  e'er  thy  feet  retrace  the  paths 
In  the  meadows  and  the  glade, 
"Whore  oft,  in  love's  communion  sweet. 

Together  we  have  strayed  ; 
And  the  thought  of  an  olden  time  rise  up, — 
.  Thy  soul's  imbiddon  guest,—- 
Tliink  of  me  at  my  best,  dearest. 
Think  of  me  at  my  best. 

For  I  ne'er  shall  view  the  evening  sun, 

Fi'om  the  brow  of  the  pleasant  hill, 
Or  stand  upon  the  oaken  bridge, 
Above  the  ruined  miU, 

But  I  shall  wonder,  O  how  sadlyl 

If  one  noble  heart  there  be. 
Whose  tender  dreams  of  bygone  scenes 
Are  somehow  linked  with  me  ! 

C.  A.  S. 
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ATLANTIC   CABLE  POEM. 

BEAD  AT  BECEITION    OP    CYEU8  W.   FIEIJ),  AT    STOCK- 
EBIDGE,    MASS.,    AUGUST,  1858. 

Huzza  !  the  magic  cable's  Isiid  ;  and  now,  svcross  the 

main, 
Britannia  hails  her  daughter  fair,  who  answers  back 

f^ain : 
With  lightning  flash,  through  watery  depths  that 

roll  and  surge  between, 
Columbia's  President  responds  to  Britain's  smiling 


Bejoice,  ye  sons  of  men,  rejoice !  the  wondrous  deed 

is  done ! 
The  hemispheres,  hko  Siam's  Twins,  at  last   are 

Joined  in  one ! 
One  little  iron  ligament  unites  each  mighty  part, 
Through  which  the  swift  pulsations  throb,  as  beats 

the  planet's  heart. 

Now,  hand  in  hand,  in  warm  embrace,  the  Old  World 

■  and  the  New, 
As  bridegroom  and  as  bride,  rejoice  in  wedlock  firm 
and  true ; 
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The  Bea-waTe   stoops  its  lofty   crest,  and  kissing 

either  shore, 
Consents,  the  sacred  tie  shall  last  tiU  Time  shaU.  bo 

no  more. 

"  For  ages  past," — the  sea  exclaims, — "  I've  all  the 
while  been  fighting 

With  niight  and  main,  to  teep  this  pair  their  mar- 
riage vows  from  plighting ; 

I've  tossed  and  foamed,  and  roaj-ed  between,  and 
made  an  awful  pother, 

But  all  for  nought ; — e'en  now  the  rogues  are  whis- 
pering to  each  other ! 

Hail,  mighty  Science  !  once  again  we  note  thy  con- 
quering ti'ead. 

And  praise  thee  for  this  last  and  greatest  blessing 
thou  hast  shed ; 

For  who  may  count,  or  comprehend  the  vast,  un- 
measured good. 

That  hence  shall  flow  to  benefit  the  world's  great 
brotherhood ! 

And  tlianks, — our  heartfelt  thanks  to  them, — the 

men  of  tireless  zeal,— 
Who  -ventured  all,  and  battled   all,  t'  advance  the 

human  weal ; 


,1  Google 


■j^g^  POEMS. 

Who  toped,  and  dared,  and  bravely  wrought,  'gainst 

■wind,  and  wave,  and  storm, 
The  grand  achievement  o£  the  age,  in  triumph  to 

perform. 

The  Cyrus  of  the  olden  time,  for  deeds  of  valor 

done, 
A    deathless    name  emblazoned    on     the    page  of 

Xenophon ; 
And  school  boys  now,  in  solemn  quest  of  ancient 

Grecian  lore, 
Peruse  his  dying  speech ;  and  wisla— he'd  died  an 

hour  before  1 

No  haiighty,  steel-clad  foeman  hath   our  modem 

Oyrua  slain ; 
No  thousands  of  the  enemy  he  stretched  upon  the 

plain ; 
A  nobler  victory  by  far,  our  Berkshire  boy  shall 

claim  ; 
A  loftier  niche  is  hewn  for  him  within  the  halls  of 

Pame  1 

Old  Neptune  is  the  vanquished  foe  ;  and  he  whose 

praise  we  sing. 
The  hero  of    a    bloodless  %ht,   hath    conquered 

Ocean's  King ! 
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Let  old  Eolus  blow  his  gales,  and  Noptune  nurse 

liisire  ; 
Our  thought  shall  still  dart  through  the  deep,  in 

words  of  living  iire ! 

Now,  to  the  m^hty  Lord  of  Hosts,  all  praise  and 

glory  be, 
TVho  giveth  man  to  hold  enchained,  the  everlasting 

sea; 
To  tame  the  l^htnings,  rulo  the  winds,  the  continent 

'   to  span  ; 
Glory  to  God  on  high ;  and  on  earth,  peace ;  good 

wiU  to  man ! 

One  parting  cheer ; — one  joyous  cheer ; — let  all  the 

weUdn  ring ! 
Let  all  with  one  accord  lift  up  the  voice  to  praise 

and  auig. 
Old  Berkshire  greets  the  nations  aU,  the  islands  far 

awa' — 
Threo  cheers  for  Field,  her  gallant  son  I     Huzza  I 

Huzza !  I  Huzza ! ! !  * 

S.  B.  8. 

*  At  the  delivery  of  this  poem,  the  assembly  all  rose  and 
joined  in  the  oheer  at  the  conolnsion,  with  splendid  effect. 
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TWO  WEEKS. 

Two  WEEKS  ago,  my  dearest  deaij— 

It  seems  as  'twere  full  many  a  year ! 

Before,  time  was  a  sliallow  stream  ; — 

It  deepened  in  love's  radiant  beam. 

Before,  I  felt  oai-th's  cares  alone, 

Now,  sweetest  joys  and  hopes  are  known. 

Ah  !  what  experience  can  it  be 

That  fires  this  finer  life  in  me  ? 

Something  from  out  my  heart  is  given — 

Something  has  filled  my  soul  with  Heaven. 

The  world's  best  praise,  its  slanderous  sneei-, 

I  neither  covet  now,  nor  fear. 

O  !  what  has  wrought  tliis  mighty  change, — 

To  me  inespHcably  strange  ? 

TeU  me,  my  dear,  for  you  must  know. 

What's  passed  since  two  short  weeks  ago. 

C.  A.  S. 
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BECITED    AT    DEDICATION    OF     ALUMNI    HAU,,    WILLIAMS 
COLLEGE,    AUGUST,    1859. 

I  MUST  confess  to  something  like  that  same  old  per- 

tiurbation, 
Which,  Yery  oddly,  used  to  come  before  the  recitation ; 
When  called  to  give  some  lucid  guess  about  the  orbs 

celestiitl. 
With  notions  quickened  by  the  gaze  of  certain  orbs 
.  terrestrial. 

Tou  see,  that  sanguine  autocrat,*  (and  slightly  san- 
guinary), 

Who,  tlihiks,  no  doubt,  the  feast  is  best  when  moat 
the  dishes  vary — 

Makes  game  of  mc ;  and  brings  me  here — a  sort  of 
scapegrace  son— - 

Along  -with  Colt's  artillery  f  to  fire  this  mi-nute  gun ! 

Hard  by  the  spot,  where,  years  ago,  Fort  Massachu- 
setts stood, 

To  keep  at  bay  the  savage  foe, — the  red  men  of  the 
wood,— 

*  Kev.  Dr.  Dnrfee,  who  invited  the  autlior  to  deliver  a  poem  on 
the  occasion. 

t  Allusion  io  Hon.  J.  D,  Colt's  speech,  b 
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Another  fortress  stands  to-day,  its  beacon  light  to 

shed. 
And  better  read  men  supersede  the  red  men  long 

since  fled. 

Thanks  to  the  Colonel !  generous  soul,  who  shelled 

his  substance  here ; 
Beheld  his  comrades'  patient  toil,  and  gave  them 

words  of  cheer ; 
"Who  caught,  in  hope  and  faith,  some  glimpse  of  this 

refulgent  light ; 
Whose  hope  is  now  fruition  ;  whoso  courageous  faith, 

our  sight ! 

'Tie  strange  how  ITortune  oft-times  lures  her  very  dar- 
lings on, 

And  makes  them  sufferers  while  they  live,  but  he- 
roes when  they're  gone ! 

The  jealous  dame  but  dealeth  right,  and  history  ceas- 
eth  never 

To  show  how  self  decays  with  self,  but  good  deeds 
live  forever. 

That  generous  giit  bestowed  in  faith,  in  fortune's 
darker  hour ; — 

Th'  assuring  voice  which  faltered  not  amid  the  tem- 
pest's power ; — 
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I  tell  you,  these  shall  live  for  aye,  embalmed  in  grate- 
ful story, 

And  Ephraim  Williams !  thy  name  blended, — semper 
sit  injiore  ! 

A  hundred  years  and  more  haye  sped  since  he,  our 
founder,  died. 

He  fell  as  falls  the  robust  oak— in  fulness  of  his 
pride ; 

Ere  life's  ezpaudiug  bud  had  faMy  opened  into 
bloom. 

His  soul^swif t-summoned — found  ite  God ;  his  mor- 
tal part,  its  tomb. 

He  could  not  know,  he  eould  not  see,  in  all  his  fond- 
est dreams. 

How  far  abroad  that  Httle  torch  should  send  its 
kindly  beams ; 

Nor  how,  through  all  the  centuries,  its  Ufe-impart- 
ing  rays 

Should  help  illumine  isles  afai',  and  set  the  earth 
ablaze ! 

Behold  tho  lesson,  how  complete ;  the  moral,  how 

Hubhme ; 
Behold  what  simple  acta  outlive  the  wasting  force  of 

Time! 
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The  grandest  awo  invests  our  life  ;  and  conseionee 

bids  us  heed 
What  wondrous  possibilities   attend  each   thought 

and  deed. 

Come  now,  my  brothers,  leap  with  me  the  gulf  of 
years  between, 

And  pause  a  moment  to  survey  the  beauty  of  the 
scene. 

Let  Memoiy,  smiling  through  her  tears,  her  garner- 
ed treasiu:es  bring. 

And  o'er  us,  let  her  sister,  Hope,  her  radiant  halo 


These  peerless  mountain-monarchs  stand,  defiant  as 
of  yore, — 

(The  rock-ribbed  fogies  still  insist  that  tunnels  are 
a  bore.) 

The  sky  o'erhead  appears  to  hold  its  primitive  con- 
dition, 

And  Green  and  Hoosie  flow  aa  erst,  in  faithful  coah- 
tion. 

But  Green  and  Hoosio  float  no  more  the  Sachem's 
light  canoe ; 

Tlie  engine  shrieks  where  once  was  heard  the  In- 
dian's wild  halloo ; 


,1  Google 


ZINMS.  141 

And  e'en  that  sage  old  cheese,  the  moon — tho' 
strange  may  seem  the  story— 

Comes,  tempted  by  tho  midnight  glass,  to  onr  ob- 
servatory. 

And  still,  here  stands  Fort  "WiUiams;-— aye  !  I  vastly 

like  the  name  ; — 
Our  Alma  Mater  seems   a   sort   of  Anglo-Spartan 

dame ; 
Behold  her  sit  witli  jewelled  robes,  and  many  crowns 

upon  hor, 
To  welcome  home  her  gallant  sons,  and  note  their 

scaxs  of  honor ! 

And  hence,  upon  each  natal  day,  our  best  of  nnrsing 
mothers 

"With  hearty  benediction  sends  a  class  of  learned 
brothers ; 

And  bids  them  go  where  duty  calls,  wherever  that 
may  be, 

Throughout  our  country's  broad  domain,  or  far  be- 
yond the  sea. 

And  liither,  on  each  natal  day,  come  fresh  men  by 

the  scores. 
To  fill  the  void,  and,  in  their  turn,  to  tread  these 

classic  floors ; 
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Oj  liappy  youtha  who  thus  begm,  each  with,  hisnew- 

foTiad  peers, 
To  gather  tho  experiences  of  these  bright  college 

years ! 

And  hither,  also,  we  have  come,  to  hold  our  brief 


To  meet  once  more  beneath  these  shades  in  sweet 
but  sad  communion. 

Our  mother's  waist  has  ampler  grown ;  more  numer- 
ous rise  her  towers  ; 

Her  sunshine  bringeth  sure  return  in  ceaseless  gold- 
en showers. 

But,  Alma  Mater  !  as  we  stand   around  tlie  family 

tree, 
Thou  dost  not  show  us,  after  all,  what  most  we  lor^ 

to  see. 
Thy  very  words  of  welcome  do  but  send  our  thoughts 

astray, 
If,  haply,  we  might  catch  one  ghmpse  of  tliat  sweet 

yesterday ! 

Tho  very  forms  that  now  respond  to  names  of  "  auld 

lang  syne," 
Bear  marks  of  life's  approaching  noon,  or  afternoon's 

decline ; 
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And  others — dear,  departed  friends  1— -old  men,  and 

youths  as  well— 
For  such  the  death-star  speaks  the  truth  wo  need 

not  words  to  tell. 

But  this  we  Imow,  who  linger  yet,  our  feelings  are 

not  colder, — 
And  Alma  Mater  more  than  holds  her  own,  as  she 

grows  older. 
Upon  her  brow  we  find  no  trace  of  anxious  doubt  or 

care; 
Her  means  of  influence  multiply,  and  how  cau  she 

despair  ? 

And  now  to  Fortress  "WiLLrAMS,  a  parting  toast  is 

here ; 
And  Alma  Mater ;  may  she  live  till  Time's  remotest 

year; 
And  long  as  earth  and  sea  endure,  may  her  renown 

increase ; 
"  Her  ways  be  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  aU  her  paths 

be  peace !" 

S.  B.  S. 
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HELENA. 

I  CANNOT  praise  tiiine  eye,  thy  form  ; 

I  cannot  tell  the  faith  I  place  : 
Within  thy  heart — bo  kind  and  warm — 

I  could  not  number  every  grace. 

My  tongue  refuses  to  declare 
The  fascinations  which  I  feel ; 

Nay,  while  the  blissful  bond  we  share, 
Why  search  the  figures  on  the  seal  ? 

Our  full  communion,  strong  in  health. 

No  selfish  reckoning  abides  ; 
Open  and  free  we  hold  our  wealth, — 

Not  as  the  miser  counts  and  hides. 

Tet,  not  in   passion's  fevered  school 
Have  we  attained  our  mutual  thought ; 

The  woi-thiest  Ju<^ment  bore  the  rule. 
And  into  love  wise  sanction  wi^ot^ht. 

Hours  that  are  past,  how  close  in  peace  ! 

May  years  to  come  our  hopes  sustain  ; 
'Till  time's  swift  river  finds  release 

Within  the  unencircled  main. 

C.  A.  S. 
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READ    AT    CELEBRATION,    4tH    JULY,    1861,    AT  GKEAT 
BARKINGTON,    MASS. 

I  raouGHT  it  woiild  be  so !  'Twas  only  this  morning 
A  young  man  approached  me  and  uttered  his  Tvam- 

Said  he ;  "  My  dear  fellow,  mind  what  you're  about ; 
If  you  call  round  to  dine,  you'll  be  surely  called 
'  out ! " 

"  Called  out ! "  I  exclaimed,  mth  perceptible  choler — 
"Pray,  what  do  you  mean?     Don't  I  hand  out  my 

dollar  ? 
May  n't  I  mingle,  forsooth,  ia  these  festival  scenes. 
And    punish    my   share   of    the   sweet    peas    and 


I  never  fight  duels ;— I  ne'er  was  put  through 
The  diet  of  pistols  and  coffee  for  two ; — 
So  I  tell  you,  my  friend,  with  an  emphasis  stout, 
I'll  be  shot  if  I  stand  it : — I  won't  be  called  out  J  " 

"  Not  so  fast !  "  said  the  youth ; — "  there's  no  malice 

prepense, — 
Take  my  words  in  a  mild  and  Pickwickian  sense  ; 
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Do  not  torture  your  nerves  in  such  terrible  shape— 
I'm  tr_ying  to  help  you  get  out  of  a  scrape. 

You  see,  years  ago,— it's  no  business  of  mine- 
But  you  flirted,  they  say,  with  the  musical  Nine  ; 
And  gossips  still  whisper,  that  ii  the  tmth's  Imown, 
You  cherished  a  passion  you  haven't  outgi-own. 

And  to-day,  after  dinner,  when  stomachs  are  full, 
And  people  grow  heavy,  and  jokes  become  dull ; 
Just  as  likely  as  not,  some  sly  fellow  will  shout,— 
'  There's  a  bird  that  can  sing—let  us  whistle  hun 
out  I ' " 

"My  stars!"  I  sohloquized ;— " what  shalll  do? 
I  can't  make  a  speech  after  dinner,  that's  tnie  ; 
And  aa  for  a  song— well,  it  might  have  been  worse  ; 
As  the  least  of  two  evils  I'U  stick  to  the  verse  1 " 

So,  a  national  toast,  very  hastily  drcst 

In  a  homespun  apparel,  and  coarse  at  the  best, 

I  bid  you  be  drinking :  fill  up  the  glass  then, 

And  with  lips  that  arc  loyal  shout  forth  your  Amen. 

The  Stab  Spangled  EAMNEit !  though  traitors  would 

rend  it. 
With  firm  hearts  and  true  we  will  ever  defend  it ; 
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still  proudly  upheld,  it  shall  float  on  the  gale, 
Nor  one  orb  iu  its  bright  constellation  shall  pale  ! 

While  bum  in  the  breasts  of  their  children  the  fires 
That  kindled  aforetime  the  zeal  of  our  sires ; 
"We  swear  tliat  forever,  on  land  and  on  sea. 
It  shall  stiU  wave  triumphant,  the  Flag  of  the  free ! 

When  the  untempcred  passions  that  govern  the  hour, 
Have   spent  their   wild   rage   and   exhausted  their 

,  power  ; 
Far  aloft,  never  doubt,  up  in  heaven's  free  air, 
We  shall  gaiie  and  thank  God  that  our  Flag  is  still 
there ! 

0  ever  undimmed  may  those  colors  unfold ; 
The  red,  white  and  blue,  and  the  spangles  of  gold  ;— 
Stm  proudly,  still  firm  to  the  breezes  tmfurled, 
The  hope  of  the  nations  ;  the  joy  of  tho  world ! 

8.  B.  S. 
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A  POEM  DELIVEEED  BEFOEE  THE    ALUMNI  OF  WILLIAMS 
COLLEGE,   AT   THE   COMMBNCElrrENT   OF    1861. 

Oapbicious  Muse  1  about  wliose  temples  throng 
Adepts  and  bunglers  in  the  art  of  song ; 
Before  whose  shrine  in  loyal  homage  bent. 
Unnumbered  bards  their  votive  gifts  present ; 
Behold  ;  another  suppliant  stands  aloof, 
Impatient,  noting  each  severe  reproof 
To  hapless  mortals,  as  they  venture  near, 
"  Begone,  impostors !  pray — how  came  yo  here  ?  " 

But  list,  coy  mistress  of  that  wondrous  art, 
Which  holds  such  empire  o'er  the  human  heart ; 
Before  thy  smile  its  magic  spell  withdraws, 
I  plead  Ute  Bmtus— "hear  me  for  my  cause ! " 

In  bygone  days,  ere  yet  with  reverent  awe 

I  dared  approach  the  sages  of  the  law : 

Ere  yet  from  day-dreams  of  my  youth  I  woke. 

To  grapple  Blackstone,  and  contend  with  Coke  ; 

To  drudge  and  labor  for  htigious  men, 

"And  scrawl  strange  jargon  with  the  barbarous  pen ;" 

"When  hours  were  golden,  and  when  life  was  new, 

And  all  its  scenery  wore  a  roseate  hue ; 
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Oh,   then,   thou   know'st,   I  sought,  nor  quite   in 

vain. 
To  TPeaTe  pet  fancies  in  poetic  strain. 
Dame  "  Teehnia  "  m^ht  relate,  did  sho  but  elioose, 
What  court  I  paid  thee,  now  reluctant  muso ; 
So  might  her  sons,  who  bid  me  now  ossay 
To  catch  some  ghmpses  of  that  earher  day ; 
And,  homo  returning,  having  wandered  long. 
To  deck  these  altars  with  a  wreath  of  song. 
O,  then  !  in  memory  of  the  days  lang  syne, 
Once  more  attune  this  Blighted  harp  of  mine ; 
Touch  with  thy  sceptre  its  neglected  strings, 
Shape  these  rude  numbers  as  thy  suppliant  sings ; 
Glad  with  thy  presence  and  auspicious  mien 
This  rare  occasion,  this  inspiring  scene. 

PVatres  Alumni !  from  each  busy  sphere 
Once  more  withdrawing,  find  we  welcome  here. 
Here,  where  aforetime — aye-remembered  days— 
The  lists  we  entered  for  scholastic  baj^  ; 
Gathered  from  this  our  mother's  bounteous  store 
The  facts  of  science,  and  the  classic  lore 
Embalmed  forever  in  the  glorious  tonguo 
Wherein  great  Homer  and  Anaereon  sung ; 
Here,  'mid  these  lordly  hills,  these  quiet  groves, — 
Scenes  of  our  earlier  rivalries  and  loves — 
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Where  unschooled  notions  eai:^ht  their  chastened 

tone ; 
"Where,  haply  too,  some  last  wild  oats  were  sown ; 
Here,  whence  departu^— boys  no  longer  theii — 
We  hailed  our  first  proud  impulses  as  men  ; 
Here  haply  gathered,  well  I  Imow  what  themo 
Lends  inspiration  to  each  waking  dream. 
The  realm  of  Memories,  on  this  day  of  days, 
Outspreads  its  landscape  to  our  longing  gaze ; 
While  she,  its  queen,  of  over  changeful  face, — 
Now  Ut  with  smiles — ^now  dark  with  sorrow's  trace ; — 
She — Hope's  twin-sister — emulous  to  share 
Our  all  of  hfo — all  that  wo  have  and  are — 
Extends  a  -welcome  hand,  while  thus  we  own 
Our  just  allegiance  to  her  mighty  throne. 


i  of  mortals  is  the  man  whoso  heart 
Preserveth  ever  from  the  world  apart, 
Some  choice  retreat,  within  whose  sacred  walla 
The  olden  memories  hold  their  festivals. 
Where  fond  memorials  of  the  past  are  hung ; 
Where  thoughts  go  clasped  with  fancies  ever  young ; 
Echo  the  lays  of  home  and  childhood  hours, 
And  floats  the  incense  of  life's  vernal  flowers. 
Before  whose  guarded,  tabernacled  shriae. 
Maternal  prayers  attend  in  shapes  divine  ; 
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And  earlier  loves,  and  joys  of  long  ago 
Their  eweet  notes  warble  in  delicious  flow. 

Beneath  such  mortal's  form,  howe'er  uncouth, 
Be  sure,  upsprings  the  fount  of  endle^  youth. 
Somewhat  that's  human,  ever  in  his  breast 
Asserts  its  presence  as  a  constant  guest ; 
Somethiag  is  throbbiag,  'neath  whate'er  disguise. 
That  may  be  touched  with  generous  sympathies. 
Some  such  kind  motor,  brothers,— is  it  not  ? 
Hath  brought  ye  hither  to  this  cherished  spot,— 
Oi  old-time  scenes,  some  transient  glimpse  to  gain; — 
Eeview  the  by-gones,  and  be  boys  again. 

Memobieb  my  theme  :     Oh !   list  liind  friends  the 

while ; 
The  gentle  muse  bespeaks  your  gracious  smile. 
Pray  don't  forget,  though  this  is  classic  ground, 
And  these  are  scholars,  learned  and  profound ; 
Tet  he  who  seeks  your  transient  thoughts  to  lure, 
Is  no  professor,  but  an  amateur. 
Attend,  ye  doctors !  to  the  dogs  give  over 
Doses  of  physic,  whUe  tlie  men  recover ; 
"While  Pegasus  shall  limp  before  your  eyes, 
He'U  give  your  patience  healthful  exercise. 
Hear  ye,  attorneys!  don't,  for  once,  demur  ; 
The  muse  retains  you  :  charge  the  fees  to  her ! 
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No  doubt  slie'll  serve  j'ou  as  some  clients  do, 
And  prove  insolvent  when  the  cause  is  througli ! 
Te  reverend  clergy !  hearken,  I  beseech  ; 
Give  laymen  license  now  and  then  to  preach ; 
Your  best  of  sermons,  with  the  listening  throng. 
Have  most  effect  when  sandwiched  weU  with  song. 
Ye  pedagogues !  who  wear  your  nerves  all  out 
In  teaching  those  "  young  idiots  how  to  shout," 
Commit  a  whilo  the  text-boolia  to  their  shelves. 
And  frankly  own  you  once  were  boys  yourselves  I 
And  thou,  sage  critic !  drop  that  dreadfol  sneer ; 
'Twili  be  your  turn  to  poetize  next  year  ; 
Beware !  lest  I  avenge  my  Jealous  muao. 
And  pluck  your  plumage — in  the  "  Crowville  News ! " 

Sweet  memories  of  childhood  hours !  how  gratefully 

they  steal 
Across  our  minds,  as  Time  revolves  his  never-halting 

wheel ; 
The  pleasant  thoughts  that  cluster  round  the  old 

paternal  home, — 
Eg  these  our  priv'leged  visitants  thro'  all  the  years 

to  come ! 

Perhaps  it  was  a  humble  cot,  where  frugal  meals 

were  spread ; 
A  plain,  unostentatious  roof  above  the  infant  head ; 
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Or,  maybe,  'twas  a  mansion  proud,  around  whose 

plenteous  board 
A  generous  hospitality  its  rich  Hbationa  poured. 

But  whether  cot  or  stately  hall,  it  needs  not  to  in- 
quire ; 

Whether  the  boy  went  barefooted,  or  clad  in  rich 
attire ; 

Or  whether  she  who  gave  him  birth,  was  one  of 
haughty  air, 

Or  patient  being,  long  inured  to  housewife  toil  and 
care. 

Ah,  no !  it  is  not  circumstance  of  outward  good  or 

ill. 
Can  make  our  past  awake  within  the  sympathetic 

thriU; 
For,  whether  carved  elaborate,  or  plainly  wroi^ht, 

the  frame. 
Our   memory's    faithful    portraiture    attracts    and 

charms,  the  same. 

That  was  a  proud,  eventful  day,  when  first  the  hope- 
ful son 

Forsook  the  age  of  baby  frocks,  and  put  thoso 
trousers  on ! 
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'Twaa  on   a  pleasant   Sabbath   mom :  e'en  now  it 

makes  me  smile 
To  think  how  grand  he  marched  to  church,  and 

strutted  up  the  aisle ! 

That  jacket,  with  the  buttons  on  I  their  brilhance, 

I'U  be  sworn, 
Beat  ©very  badge  or  epaulette  the  fellow  since  haa 

worn ; 
And  there  were  pockets  big  enough  for  Imife,  and 

top,  and  string — 
The  boy  was  hero  then,  be  sure,  and   happy  as  a 

king. 

And  you'U  remember,  hke  enough,  about  that  fa- 
mous sled, 

With  hickory  runners,  natural  crook,  and  painted 
very  red. 

'Twaa  christened  the  "  Excelsior,"  or  some  eupho- 
nious name, 

And  had,  upon  the  school-houso  hUl,  a  quite  distin- 
gTiished  fame. 

And  when  you  coasted,  after  school ;— I  hope  you 
won't  deny— 

'Twill  do  no  harm  to  own  it  now,  but  boya  are  pre- 
cious sly— 
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'Twas  quite  your  habit,  out  of  which  perhaps  some 

others  grew, 
To  offer  httle  Jano  a  chance  to  sKde  down  liill  with 

you! 

That  ancient  school-house  holds  a  place  in  memory 
still,  I  trow, 

Where  tad^  seemed  so  impossible,  aod  time  so 
dreadful  slow ; 

Where  "Webster's  Elementary"  was  sadly  dogs- 
eared  o'er, 

And  Peter  Parley— good  old  soul— became  an  awful 
bore ! 

And  if,  perchance,  you  overstepped  that  most  pre- 
posterous rule, 

And  stood  convicted  of  the  crime  of  whispering  in 
school ; 

Ah,  me!  what  childish  penitence  came  trembling 
from  your  tongue. 

As  o'er  your  head,  "you  rascal,  sir!"  that  birchen 
sceptre  s^Tung ! 

Those  well-worn  desks,  if  standing  yet,  I'U  venture 

to  declare. 
Along  their  honored   surfaces,  your  famed  mitials 

bear. 
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You  thouglifc  it  was  a  clever  job,  done  up  exceeding 

brown; 
But  now,  the  letters  stand  askew,  and  one  is  upside 

do\vn! 

Of   merry  Christmas  holidaj's,   shall  I  forget    to 

smg? 
When  Santa  Glaus  a  fresh  supply  of  gifts  was  sure 

to  bring ; 
When  all  the  household  was  aglow  with  festive  mirth 

and  glee, 
And   each  young  urchin   donn'd  his  wreath,  and 

decked  his  Christmas  tree. 

Those  rows  of  stockings,  roimd  the  hearth,  arranged 

with  partial  care ; — 
Wliat  wondrous  faith  in  dear  St.  Nick's  ubiquity 

was  there ! 
How  oft  wo  strove  to  keep  awake,  so  haply  we  might 

hear 
The  clattering  sound  on  housetop,  of  the  phantom 

sledge  and  deer ! 

And  how,  as  morning  dimly  dawned,  with  emulous 

desire, 
Resounded  merry  welcomings  to  loving  dame  and 
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And  o'er  each  treasure  brought  to  Hght,  its  new  pos- 
sessor gloried, 

And  in  its  turn  each  stoeking-fnll  was  duly  invento- 
ried. 

The  feast,  loo,  was  a  grand  affair ;  when  all  the  aiuits 
and  cousins 

Were  congregated  round  the  board  in  numbers  told 
by  dozens. 

No  Saratoga  can  restore  to  us  dyspeptic  sin- 
ners 

The  appetites  that  lent  the  sauce  to  those  prodig- 
ious dinners ! 

The  old  church,  with  its  moss-grown  tower,  whose 

structure  you  believed 
The  grandest  architectural  feat  the  race  had  e'er 

achieved, 
Has  now  a  double  sacrednes's,  as,  after  years  have 

sped, 
You  see  what  liindly  influences  about  your  patli  it 

shed. 

How  grateful  on  the  list'ning  ear,  on  Sabbath  morn- 
ing, fell 

The  never-failing  summons  of  the  sweet  church-go- 
ing bell — 
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The  old  chureh-bell !  how,  latterly,  with  pleased  sur- 
prise, jou  own 

What  else-neglect«d  memories  wake  in  freshness  at 
its  tone ! 

There,  in  the  wonted  place  of  prayer,  and  thankful 
praise,  and  song. 

You  lent  a  happy,  youthful  face  to  that  famUiar 
throng. 

There  oft  you  stayed  mth  Sabbath-school  and  vil- 
lage-choir, at  noon. 

And  learned  the  sacred  lesson,  and  the  good  old- 
fasliioned  tune. 

The  gathered  throng  of  worshipers  is  vastly  changed 

to-day  ; 
And  many  a  fa«e  is  older  grown,  and  moat  have 

passed  away. 
The  vonorable  forms  you  knew,  aa  rapid  years  haye 

sped. 
Have,  one  by  one,  betaken  them  to  regions  of  the 

dead. 

The  parson  and  the  chorister  have  gone  their  sev- 
eral -ways ; 

Another  voice  from  pulpit  now,  its  messages  con- 
veys; 
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And  Doctor  Watts,  in  some  absurd,  fantastic  garb, 
you  see, 

Whose  quaint  old  costumes  charmed  jou  once- 
sweet  Corintli,  and  Dundee ! 

Yet,  sometimes,  as  the  ancient  bell  from  out  the 
steeple  rings, 

And  Signor  Fiddle-f  addle' s  choir  some  old-time  an- 
them sings ; 

Once  mors  your  pulses  beat  response  to  welcome 
peal  and  strain. 

And  home,  and  youth,  and  all  the  dear  old  past  are 
back  again ! 

O,  aU  ye  scenes  of  boyhood  days ;  what  stories  ye 
could  tell 

Of  joys  ye  mutely  witnessed  once,  of  griefs  that  once 
befel; 

Yet  long  as  time's  dommion  lasts,  it  shall  not  be  dis- 
covered 

Around  each  spot  what  cherished  thoughts  and 
memories  have  hovered. 

There's  many  a  patch  of  earth  beneath  the  over- 
spreading sky, 

Presents  no  feature  to  allure  the  casual  passer- 
by; 
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It  is  but  acre,  house  and  bam,  to  his  unthinking  gaze, 
"Who  Bees  it  unillumined  with  the  light  of  other  days ; 

Tet,  somewhere,  over  earth's  expanse,  there  gleams 

a  human  face, 
Gleams  ever  with  a  brighter  glow,  at  thought  of  that 

loved  place ; 
To  him,  how  tnilj  picturesque  its  scenerj'  appears, 
Up   through    the  length'ning   Yista  of  irrevocable 

years  ! 

There  was  the  wanderer's  early  home  ;  there,  oft  in 

bhssful  dream, 
Again  lie  sports  upon  the  knoll,  or  paddles  in  the 

stream; 
There  each  remembered  rock  and  tree  its  vigil  seems 

to  hold 
O'er  sacred  memories  of  the  past — the  scenes,  the 

times  of  old. 

This  makes  the  poetry  of  life ;  0,  doubt  not,  gra- 
cious friends. 
On  each  and  all— in  some  rare  moods— tlie  gentle 


Alas !  our  words  can  ne'er  repeat  those  finer  strains 

that  roll 
Their  sweet  Eolian  harmonies  across  the  captive  soul. 
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Enougt  for  us,  if,  now  and  then,  some  power  the 

sense  o'crwhelma. 
And  tenderly  uplifts  us  into  bright,  ethereal  realms ; 
And  almost,  in  strange  melodies,  we  feel  to  us  is 

given 
To   catch   delicious  echoes   of  the   symphonies  of 

Heaven. 

To  men-ier  measuro  and  rolliciing  rhyme. 
The  versatile  muse  bids  our  fancy  keep  time  ; 
While,  just  for  the  moment,  we  pass  in  review 
Some  prominent  scenes  which,  as  students,  we  knew. 

Our  college  remembrances ;— bless  thee,  our  mother  I 
Who    mad'st   us   thy  children,   and    each    son    a 

brother — 
Not  least  of  thy  bounties  we  reckon  the  tether 
Which  binds  us  as  parts  of  one  household  together. 

Those  years  spent  in  college—how  brimming  the 

cup 
Which  their  fond  reminiscences  serve  to  fill  up  ; 
No  fraction  of  life-time  contributed  more 
To  the  treasures  our  memory  holdeth  in  store. 

And  gladly  to-day,  as  we  joyfully  meet, 

The  old-time  acquaintance  and  class-mate  to  greet. 
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I  haii  the  occasion,  and  bid  ye  retrace 

The  fancies  that  clamor  for  uppermost  place. 

Come,  then,  felloTv-students,  and  banish  your  feara! 
Who  cares  that  your  Latin  has  rusted  for  years ! 
Let  Pegasus  furnish  jonr  "  pony  "  and  "  Smart ;" 
The  lesson's  an  old  one  ;  we'll  have  it  by  heart. 

No  matter  to-day  how  yonr  scholarship  stands ; 

I  tell  you,  the  record's  in  exceUent  hands ; 

And  as  to  who  "  flunked,"  or  with  "  honors  "  was 

flush, 
I've  some  personal  reasons  for  keeping  tliat  hush. 

That  verdant  young  Freshman  :— he's  since  become 

"  Colonel," 
Or   "M.   0.,"   or   "Judge,"   or    tlie   "boss"   of    a 

journal ; 
"  Professor,"  or  what-not ; — but  wasn't  he  green, 
WTien  he  eamo  on  to  college,  a  youth  of  sixteen  ! 

How  all  the  societies  bored  and  beset  him. 

To  see  if  Iio'd  do,  and  then— if  they  could  get  him. 

How  tindly  the  graduates  put  him  in  trim, 

And  sold  at  one  baigain  their  bedsteads  and— him ! 

How  proud  when  accepted,  and  bidden  to  come, 
He  started  in  quest  of  his  room,  and  his  chum. 
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How  grandly  West  Collegs  loomed  up  to  tis  view  ;— 
Of  it3  dense  population,  how  little  he  knew  I 

How  the  Sophomores  grirmed  as  he  scampered  down 
stairs 

At  the  first  chapel  bell,  the  first  morning,  for  pray- 
ers. 

How  ho  solved  from  that  moment  the  mystery  deep. 

How  to  make  most  of  time,  and  economize  sleep. 

How  he  passed  each  ordeal  of  practical  joke  ; 
ESsGoverod  how  blarney  ends  often  in  smoke ; 
And  when  Sophomores  raised  their  tumultuous  din, 
And  shouted  "  Heads  out !"  learned  to  keep  his  head 


And,  oh,  human  nature !— the  same  evermore — 
How  he  relished  the  fan,  as  he  reckoned  it  o'er  ; 
And  resolved  the  whole  farce  should  be  stoutly  re- 
vived. 
Just  as  soon  as  tho  nest  batch  of  Freshmen  arrived. 

How,  httlo  by  little,  'mid  college  routine, 
Some  marked  metamorphoses  came  to  be  seen ; 
And  the  youth  of  last  year,  very  verdant  and  raw, 
Came  to  have,  in  some  sphere,  quite  distinguished 
eclat. 
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Perhaps,  my  dear  sir, — you  koow  best  as  to  that — 
Tou  became  college  champion,  with  ball  and  with 

bat; 
Perhaps,  when  you  spouted  your  maiden  oration, 
They  dubbed  jou  next  "  Moonlight  "*  with  loud  ac- 
clamation. 

Perhaps  you  were  famous  for  muscle ;  and  so 
Whenever  the  class  above  youis,  or  below, 
Undertook  their  superior  force  to  declare, 
It  was  deemed  quite  essential  that  you  should  be 
there. 

Perhaps,  from  an  awkward,  unpromising  clown, 
You  became  the  Beau  Brummel  of  college  and  town. 
No  doubt  there  were  chaps  who  knew  more  of  Greek 

roots. 
But  you  beat  them  all  hollow  on  neck-ties  and  boots ! 

Perhaps  you  grow  partial  to  serpents  and  lizards ; 
Caught  innocent  birds,  and  extracted  their  gizzards ; 
Of  the  College  Museum  became  the  curator. 
And  of  natural  science,  a  learned  revelator. 


i,  of  the  transits  you  so\^ht  to  be  certain, 
And  as  each  night  uprolled  its  magnificent  curtain, 


recalled  "Moonliglite." 
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You  swung  that  huge  opera-glass  on  its  bars, 
Tow'rd  tho  orbs  oYcrhead  for  theatrical  stars. 

Perhaps,  of  companions  right  jocund  and  boon, 
You  thought  more  than  you  did  of  the  man  in  tho 

moon; 
And  -while  your  old  chum  was  intently  star-gazing, 
Perhaps— maybe  not^-but  perhaps,  you  wore  "  haz- 
ing." 

Perhaps  you  loved  ease,  and  wero  wont  to  invoke 
Your  quiet  day-dreams  'mid  the  incense  of  smoke ; 
"While,  according  as  fancies  grew  brighter  or  duller, 
So  glowed  the  pet  meerschaum ;— pray,  how  did  it 
color  ? 

Perhaps  with  all  book-lore  your  mmd  was  imbued, 
Excepting  the  text-books ;  and  those  you  eschewed. 
So,  despite  all  the  treasures  you  tried  to  amass, 
Tou  re^ed  without  peer  at  the  foot  of  the  class  ! 

But  the  muse  must  forbear ;  thor^h  each  actor  and 

scene 
Might  be  colored  afresh  in  her  patent  machine ; 
She  remembers  her  mission ;  'tis  but  to  suggest, 
While  your  fancies,  thus  quickened,  accomplish  the 

rest. 
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Then,  once  more,  je  classic  scenes,  hail  and  fare- 
well I 
Around  ye  for  aye  shall  our  memories  dwell ; 
Nor  sliall  absence  nor  distance  their  potency  prove, 
For  these  time-honored  places  to  'minish  our  love. 

And  lingering  now,  with  these  pictures  before  me, 
Warm,  filial  emotions  steal  pleasantly  o'er  me , 
And  I  seem  in  glad  vision  to  recognize  one,* 
"Whom  to  know,  was  to  yield  him  the  heart  of  a  son, 

O,  smooth  he  the  seas  and  auspicious  the  gales. 
That  shall  bear  up  the  ship  and  enliven  the  sails  ; 
And  again,  home-returned  from  Europa's  far  shore. 
To  these  scenes  and  h^h  duties,  his  presence  restore ! 

And  long  bo  tho  seasons,  while  yet  in  his  might. 
He  shall  live  to  do  battle  for  truth  and  t!ie  right ; 
Till  at  last,  with  the  great  souls  departed,  at  rest, 
Thou  shalt  take  him,  dear  Father,  to  homes  of  the 
blest ! 

Of  tender  memories,  fain  the  muse. 
As  pensively  the  past  she  views, 

Prom  out  her  store  of  fragrant  fancies, 
A  wreath — a  delicate  wreath,  would  choose, 

'  Prosideat  Hoptias,  then  absent  in  Europe. 
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Bomantio  memories ;  say,  proud  bu; 
Was  auglit  so  sweet  of  Joys  that  were, 

As  troth  to  thee  by  fair  one  phghted. 
And  thine,  right  loyally  pledged  to  her  ? 
How  blissful  were  the  moments  spent 
At  eve,  to  loving  converse  lent, 

Beneath  the  stars,  whose  roguish  twinkle 
Lumined  the  gorgeous  firmament. 

Perchance  beneath  the  trysting  tree, 
Perchance  beside  the  sobbing  sea. 

Perchance  where  all  the  valley  echoes 
The  rivulet's  laughter,  wild  and  free ; 

Perchance  in  bower,  perchance  in  groTO, 
In  cloistered  court  or  dim  alcove ; 

O,  ever  somewhere,  somehow  ever 
Gushes  the  tremulous  syllable— Love ! 

I  wot  she  was  a  maiden  fair. 

Her  bonny  face  was  free  from  care, 

How  most  angelic  seemed  each  feature, — 
How  like  a  halo  her  i^Teathed  hair ! 

And  eyes  of  brown  or  azure  hue 
Bespoke  a  nature  fond  and  true  ; 

A  heart  that  should,  with  glad  endeavor. 
Battle  the  ills  of  life  with  you. 
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How  oft  you  nrased  -with  hands  enclasped, 
Conversed  of  present  joys,  and  past, 

And  hopefully,  throi^h  all  the  future, 
Happy,  adventurous  vision  east. 

The  niuneroi:^  years,  perchance,  have  flown. 
Since  first  you  caught  the  thrilling  tone. 
From  maiden  lips  so  softly  faltered, 
Yielding  a  heart  that  was  aJl  your  own. 

The  lips  have  lost  their  ruby  now. 
That  erst  pronounced  the  hallowed  vow  ; 

And  time  has  since,  with  ruthless  finger 
"Written  his  autograph  on  that  brow. 

Perchance — more  sad — that  form  hath  fomid 
Its  last  repose  low  in  the  ground ; 

And  Death,  remorseless,  holds  your  treasure 
Hidden  beneatli  a  grassy  mound. 

And  sometimes,  as  you  chance  to  trace, 
In  childhood's  all-unconscious  face. 

Some  Hkeness  of  that  fond  companion, 
Summoned  from  thine  to  Christ's  embrace  ; 

Pain  from  itself  the  soul  would  fleo ; 
For  of  God's  rare  gifts  to  such  as  we, 

I  almost  seem  to  hear  you  sighing, 
"  Saddest  of  all  is  Memory ! " 
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Of  patriot  memories  in  this  trying  hour, 
"When  bold-faced  treason  daies  assert  its  power  ; 
■When  faithless  sons,  with  saerilegions  guilt. 
Assail  the  structure  which  their  fathers  built. 
The  muse  might  smg,  if  need  were,  to  instil 
In  liearts  like  these  a  nobler  zecil  and  will. 
What  glorious  memories  !  how  they  cluster  round 
Each  towering  shaft  and  olden  battle-ground. 
What  golden  letters  upon  history's  page 
Immortalize  the  hero  and  the  sage, 
Who  sayed  our  country  from  oppression's  load, 
And  made  her  I'reedom's  favorite  abode  ! 
What  memories  hover  o'er  that  ens%n  proud, 
Whose  stripes  and  stars  above  the  battle  cloud, 
In  Freedom's  dawn,  and  high-advancing  day. 
In  glory  shone,  to  glory  led  the  way ! 
Beneath  that  banner,  how,  with  lapse  of  tune, 
Our  land  hath  gained  a  prestige  more  subhme 
Than  in  historic  annals  can  be  told 
Of  all  the  empires  and  the  states  of  old. 
Happy  Columbia !  with  thy  memories  crowned, 
Though  tcaitora  lurk,  and  envious  foes  surround, 
yet  who  that  builds  thee  in  his  heart  a  shiine, 
But  feels— aye,  knows— the  victory  shall  be  thine  I 
Those  very  memories  shall  thy  helmet  be, 
Thy  sword,  thy  shield,  thy  scathless  panoply. 


,1  Google 


170  POEMS. 

Hapless  tlio  foe,  confronts  sucH  shining  mail ! 
His  arm  must  wither,  and  his  courage  fail. 
Said  I,  "  his  courage  ?  " — 'tis  that  desperate  kind, 
"Which  goes  by  stealth,  and,  trembling,  looks  be- 
hind. 
It  is  such  courage  as  would  fell  to  earth 
The  veiy  form  of  her  who  gave  him  birth. 
It  is  such  courage  as  would  pierce  tho  breast. 
On  which  in  infancy  his  face  was  pressed, 
Or  level  prostrate  with  insensate  clods, 
His  fireside  altars  and  his  household  gods. 
Oh !  sure  as  truth,  and  truth's  eternal  laws, 
We  hail  the  issue  of  so  righteous  cause, 
And  see  before,  as  with  prophetic  eye, 
The  grand  result — the  glorious  yictoiy. 

And  that  great  "victory ;  would  that  it  might  come 
By  war  miheraldcd,  or  roU  of  drum. 
Nay ;  better,  happier,  nobler  might  it  be. 
As  from  her  tripod  hints  the  Muse  to  me. 

In  thefullness  of  time  I  behold  in  my  vision 
How  a  people  betrayed  shall  yet  utter  their  cry ; 
How   the   South,   tlieir  false  leaders   shall   set  ir 

derision. 
And  pronounce  their  pet  dogma  an  infamous  lie. 
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Then  again,  I  ioiesee,  how  from  fertile  savannah, 
And  happy  plantation,  with  grateful  accord. 
All  voices  shall  swell  the  resounding  hosaima — 
Hail,  blessed  re-union  ;  praise,  praise  to  the  Lord ! 

Then  "with  hearts  not  more  brave  than  magnani- 
mous ever, 

The  sons  of  the  North,  with  a  brotherly  grasp, 

And  a  welcome  embrace  that  no  traitor  shall 
sever. 

The  sons  of  the  South  shall  right  joyfully  clasp. 

Then  Memory,  her  mystical  chords  shall  re-waken, 
And  penitent  children  shall  weep  to  behold 
How  precious  the  boon  they  had  almost  forsaken, 
How  priceless  the  birthright  they  almost  had  sold  I 

Thou  God  of  our  fathers !     0  hasten  the  season, 
When  once  again  Memory  her  incense  shall  bum 
On  altars  now  dim,  and  when  cahn-visaged  Ke^tson, 
To  the  throne  she  deserted,  shall  once  more  return, 

Then  as  ever,  Columbia,  Eidvancing  in  glory. 
Of  the  faith  in  this  trial  her  children  possessed, 
To  unborn  generations  shall  transmit  the  story. 
Who  shall  rise  up  to  call  us— their  forefathers — 
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Of  grand  old  memories,  such  as  live  sublime 

In  olden  history,  or  in  classic  rhyme ; 

Of  legend  memories,  haply  passed  along 

In  dim  tradition,  or  unlettered  song  ; 

Of  local  memories,  we  have  cherished  well 

In  cnrious  tales  we  heard  our  graudams  tell — 

Of  ghost  and  spectre — dusky  squaw  and  chief, — 

Tales  wonder-fraught  and  staggering  behef ; 

Of  social  memories,  gratefully  restored 

In  rare  ro-unious  round  the  festive  board ; — 

Of  each  and  all,  the  Muse  would  gladly  sing. 

But  Time  speeds  onward  with  resistless  wing ; — ■ 

So  I  must  cease  ;  and  now  to  you,  dear  friends. 

The  grateful  Muse,  the  parting  hand  extends. 

Your  wai-m  assurance,  overcame  her  fear ; 

Your  partial  kindness  introduced  her  here  ; 

Wliat  thoughts  and  feehngs  she  hath  well  expressed 

Eemember  kindly,  and  forgive  the  rest. 

S.  B.  S. 
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Why  man  through  mourning  must  his  joys  enhance; 

His  reason  vaunting,  yet  commit  to  chance ; 

Why  Hope  paints  pictures  for  minds  immature 

Which  manly  leai-nir^s  change  not,  but  obscure,— 

In  fainter  light  leaves  youth's  ideals  to  men. 

To  laock  ■what  now  is,  with  what  might  have  been ; 

Why  men  despise  the  thing,  revere  the  form ; 

In  sunshine  cowards,  heroes  in  the  storm, — 

Self-torturing,  with  a  vague,  fictitious  harm, 

While  life's  broad  sea  is  mirrored  in  a  calm, 

Kising  with  strength  from  morbid  fancy's  threat, 

As  seriot^  dangers  compass  and  besot ; 

Why  words  by  moral  costuniers  are  made 

Dark  dominos  in  Kfe's  grand  masquerade, — 

Not  aU  concealing,  yet  a  full  disguise ; 

Why  single  names  form  constant  compromise 

'Twixt  good  and  evil,  simple  truth  and  hes  : 

" Prudent"  the  misers'  favorite  maxim-cry. 

By  which   the  world  commends  them  when   they 

die, — 
Whilst  "Generous,"  "Noble,"  "liberal"  and  "Just" 
Axe  terms  the  poor  pass  to  the  rich,  on  trust, — 
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"With  "  Enterpiise,"  tlie  letter-shiold  of  lust, 

And  '■  Charity,"  incarnate  in  a  cmst  I 

Why  sweet  content  deserts  tho  Monarch's  throne. 

And  claims  the  peasant's  cottage  as  her  own ; 

Wliy  harmony  of  thought  is  frequent  found 

Amid  the  discords  of  contentious  sound ; 

Why  cahns,  proverbial,  coming  storms  presa.ge. 

And  are  but  omens  of  a  day  of  rage, — 

At  present  peace  foreshadowing  a  curse 

Which  Envies  in  the  deeps  of  stillness  nurse  ; 

Why  Sciences  pretentiously  exact. 

Place  "  new  discoveries  "  on  the  roll  of  fact. 

Which  soon  their  venerated  being  give, 

That  one,  firm,  honest,  steadfast  Truth  may  live, — 

Since,  brought  in  contact,  they  themselves  conflict, 

And  point  in  focus  what  tliey  contradict ; 

Why  great  inventions  follow  in  the  wake. 

And  often  seem  the  creatures  of  mistake ; 

Why  reHshed  sin  adopts  the  mode  and  time 

Sought  or  selected  by  compunctious  crime ; 

"Why  sin's  last  patent  notches  the  degree 

At  which  the  average  moral  stand  must  be  ; 

Why  faUure  in  the  maris  of  trade  is  less 

A  synonym  for  ruin  than  success  ; 

Why  he  who  seeks  peremptory  relief 

Upon  the  highway  may  be  held  a  thief, 
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"Wliilst  he  who  plunders  from  tlie  public  yauits 

Is  merely  weak,  and  amiable  in  faults ; 

"Why  the  S£^e  public  o'er  a  fancy  frets 

"While  Christian  churches  dance  away  their  debts ; 

"Why  creedless  wits,  who  fiatulently  sneer 

At  every  dogma  which  the  mass  revere. 

Attain  to  fame  upon  the  false  pretense 

Of  doing  honor  to  man's  common  sense ! — 

These  daily  mysteries  in  the  mighty  plan 

That  shapes  the  growth  and  discipline  of  man  ; 

These  lighter,  modem  marvels,  which,  perchance. 

Are  sample  offspring  of  strange  circumstance ; 

These  contrasts,  inconsistencies  and  frauds 

Hypocrisy  induces,  or  applauds, 

Contribute  in  a  ratio  and  concert 

To  fashion  evil  we  may  not  avert ; 

Produce  conditions  in  our  social  state 

Philosopliies  explain  not,  nor  abate  ; 

Uncertain  render  temporal  needs  and  gains. 

Debauch  our  comfort  and  increase  our  pains ; 

Confusion  cast  where  piu:poses  are  just, 

And  cripple  conrage  with  a  hard  distrust ; 

The  private  and  the  public  prospects  shroud 

With  almost  an  impenetrable  cloud,— 

The  veil  which  hides  the  future  from  our  eight 

Prefix  with  gloom  and  deepen  into  night  ;— 
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Add  to  the  blindness  nature's  laws  decree 
A  sad  misgiving  that  the  worst  will  be. 

A  Paith  divino  may  raise  the  mind  serene 
Above  the  trials  of  this  earthly  scene  ; 
A  hoavGiily  Hope  may  bring  the  soul  repose 
Amid  the  sternest  of  our  mortal  woes, 
And  build  a  patience  that  wiU  bravely  bear 
The  ills  of  time,  the  promptings  of  despair. 


Tct  learn  we  not  from  that  same  gracious  Book 
Witliin  whose  pages  saints  devoutly  look 
To  find  this  glorious  Faith  and  Hope  revealed ; 
The  corner-stone  of  Promise  has  beau  sealed 
With  this  uiscription, — With  the  race  began 
The  TJniveesai,  Ehothekhood  oj?  Man  ! 

At  once  to  aid  the  spirit  in  its  strife 

For  noblest  elements  in  human  life, 

And  aU  the  energies  of  soul  incite 

To  study  and  exemphfy  the  Eight  ; 

With  righteous  thought  a  worthy  practice  suit, 

Confii'm  and  nurturo  honest  faith  with  fruit ; 

Interpret  into  acts,  enlarge  the  scope 

And  purify  the  properties  of  hope  ; 

An  actual  beneficence  educe 

By  schools  of  principles  explained  through  use  ; 
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Tn  systematic  effort  teach  and  prove 

The  base  and  product  of  a  catholic  love  ; 

Eemind  the  aged,  educate  the  youth 

As  to  t!ie  beauty  and  the  power  of  truth  ; — 

With  these  grand  objects,  those  who  seek  will  find 

ODD-rEULOWSHiP  in  wisdom  was  designed. 

With  no  less  purpose  did  our  fathers  build 
This  sacred  Order ; — in  whose  terms  fulfilled, 
Themselves    and    their    true    children    have   been 

blest ; — 
Their  memory,  immortal,  stands  confest. 
Well  worthy  of  the  reverence  we  pay 
Tn  every  ceremonial  act  to-day. 

Our  honored  Fathers !  let  no  one  presume 
To  think  by  words  he  can  their  names  illume. 
What  of  their  fitting  eulogy  we  claim 
Has  not  been  written  in  the  Order's  fame. 
'Twould  bo  tmseemly  to  attempt  to  write, — 
'Tis  blazoned  elsewhere,  in  the  realms  of  li<:;ht. 
In  chapters  which  no  earthly  eye  can  trace, 
Their  work,  unwritten  here,  has  glorious  place ; 
A  work  obedient  to  the  Order's  laws. 
Or  inst^ated  in  its  noble  cause  ; 
A  work  of  Friendship,  so  divinely  odd. 
Its  record  the  prerogative  of  God ! 
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A  work  -whieh,  in  the  harvest  horn-  of  time 
Shall  be  proclaimed  in  sweet,  celestial  rhyme  I 

"We  boast  of  Progress,  and  we  vastly  prize 
The  culture  of  the  arts  that  civilize, 
"Wo  pride  ourselves  that  we  were  haply  bom 
Wliere  science  strides  and  literatures  adorn. 


Material  Greatness  is  the  pubhc  theme : 
The  popular  motives  are  condensed  in  steam. 
Each  fresh  advancement  in  mechanic  sltill 
Inflames  conceit  and  magnifies  tJae  will 
Once  fairly  harnessed,  genius  can  prepare 
New  uses  for  the  elements  in  air — 
Not  as  of  old  the  marriage  rites  perform, 
But  with  the  tokens  and  the  bolts  of  storm ; 
Wing  Cupid's  arrows  with  electric  fires, — 
To  Hymen's  service  consecrate  the  wires ; 
The  bands  the  Grecians  thought  fair  Venus  wove, 
Snatch  from  her  fingers  and  commit  to  Jove  ; 
And,  for  the  taiifF  which  the  law  allows. 
Transmit  and  register  connubial  vows  ; 
Audacious  'gainst  the  ancient  saying's  force  : 
Whom  Lightnings  marry,  Thunders  will  divorce  ! 

We  boast  of  Wealth !     The  privilege  to  amass 
Enjoyed  exclusive  by  no  favored  class. 
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Riches  increasing  at  enormous  rate. 

And  swiftly  swelling  such  an  aggregate 

That,  within  reason,  it  must  surely  seem 

To  far  outstrip  the  miser's  ivildest  dream. 

"We  know,  of  late,  the  precious  ores  are  found 

In  such  profusion  as  affords  no  ground 

For  accurate  reckoning  of  prospective  jield ; 

But,  from  the  recent  opulence  revealed. 

E'en  the  imaginative  broker  lords 

Fail  singly  guessing  what  their  tunnel  hoards, — 

The  sum,  so  fab'lous,  to  approximate 

With  giant  digits — must  incorporate ! 

We  boasfc  of  multiplyiag  paths  of  trade. 

On  which  with  speed  large  revenues  are  made ; 

Paths  so  direct,  so  very  smooth  and  wide. 

The  poor  to  fortune  regularly  rido  ;— 

Since  any  knave  may  pelt  his  dupe  with  rocks. 

Then  thrust  his  swollen  feet  in  pubhc  stocks. 

We  boast  the  glory  o£  our  common  schools  ; 

With    great    "improvements"    made    by    modem 

rules. 
Where  the  stout  implements  which  were  iu  vogue 
As  fit  correctives  for  a  truant  rogue, — ■ 
To  spur  the  slothful,  break  the  stubborn  will, 
And  measured  lessons  thoroughly  instill,^ 
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Have  been  converted  in  their  uses  here 
T'  inatructivo  "  objects,"  from  dire  things  of  fear  ! 
The  lash  or   rod,   which   once  was  thought,   for- 
sooth, 
A  natural  stimulant  for  tho  sluggish  youth, — 
"When  weE  applied,  most  potent  to  obtain 
The  greatost  product  from  each  pupil's  brain, — 
Is  now  employed  by  every  teaching  Miss, 
As  in  the  new  Mnemonic  synthesis. 
Hinting  not  only  what  its  source  must  be,. 
But  every  purpose  of  the  ox  or  tree. 
Not  to  tlie  physical  emotions  bring, 
On  sight,  suggestions  of  a  mortal  sting. 
But  sage  suggestions,— which  may  grow  apaco 
All  planetary  "  objects  "  to  embrace ! 


Wo  boast  a  cheap,  eilicient,  speedy  mode 

Of  granting  justice  through  a  civil  code  : 

"Whose  terms  provide  that  suitors,  who  may  feel 

Aggrieved  at  first  decisions,  can  appeal 

To  grand  tribunals,  where  each  concrete  case 

Is  aptly  famished  with  an  abstract  face ; 

Where  facts  are  "featiu-es,"  and  the  counsel's  whims 

Concermng  cognate  issues  are  tho  "limbs." 

Wliere  lawyers — like  experienced  miners — ^flght 

For  claims  which  merely  have  the  color,  Kighfc, 
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"Where  skillful  logic  is  employed  to  show 

The  various  errors  of  the  court  below ; 

And  history,  like  a  criminal  arraigned 

To  show,  the  reason  why  they  are — sustained. 

Or  the  emergencies  of  present  hours 

Are  plead  to  prove  discretionary  powers. 

But  where  by  jui%ments  we  are  not  beguiled, — 

Unless  they  are  through  inadvortonee  filed. 

Cheap  is  tho  mode  I     'Twas  Solomon's  advieo : 
My  son,  get  wisdom  at  whatever  price. 
Efficient  I   .  Since  it  thoroughly  conveys 
Essential  knowledge  in  eccentric  ways, — 
Aiding  the  mind  by  each  peculiar  turn 
To  hold  the  lesson  it  deserved  to  learn. 
And  speedy !     When  tiie  value  and  amount 
Of  wisdom  gained  is  taken  in  account. 

We -boast  a  penal  code ;  which  seems  to  shed 
Abundant  mercy  on  the  felon's  head. 
His  prison  roofed  by  statutory  laws 
With  open  sky-hghts  of  ingenious  flaws ; 
His  dungeon  door  barred  gently,  on  a  catch, 
Till  "  justice  "  nimbly  lifts  the  legal  lache ! 

With  conscious  pity  are  our  minds  imbued 

For  those  who  Hved  when  social  laws  were  crude. 

When  needs  were  simple,  when  the  arts  wore  rude. 
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'Twere  stupid  IFollj's  part  to  deprecate 

Outspoken  pride  at  our  adyaneing  state, 

lu  all  tliat  make  convenience,  comfort,  ease, 

Save  time  and  labor,  or  tlie  senses  please. 

A  healthy  sentiment  of  pride  is  part 

Of  all  appreciative  sense  of  Art ; 

And  great  discoveries  in  themselves  denote 

To-day's  advantage  which  they  must  promote, — 

Compelling  ns  with  flattery  to  contrast 

The  present  progress  with  the  ignorant  past. 

Our  education,  and  a  force  inborn, 
Tempt  us  to  see  primeval  times  with  scorn  ; 
And  with  an  ever  ready  reverence  bow 
Before  the  genius  of  Imperial  Now ! 

Thus  do  we  fail  to  keep  in  prudent  mind, 

Favors  and  burdens  are  alike  assigned ; 

Thus  do  we  fail  to  practically  own, 

With  social  progress  social  cares  have  grown  ; 

Ignore,  or — equally  at  fault — forget, 

As  our  advantage,  so  our  civil  debt ; 

As  the  complexities  of  life  increase, 

So  must  man's  labor  for  the  public  peace. 

Our  Tathers,  with  a  present  and  a  prescient  view, 
"Which  historj'cleai-lyoutlined  and  which  reason  drew, 
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Pelt  and  forecast  necessities  of  deepening  weight 
Eor  some  grand  system  that  should  serve  to  miti- 
gate 
The  uidi-vidual  penalties  of  common  sin, 
And  hnk  our  ne^hbors  in  the  tics  and  bonds  of  kin. 
— ror  in  their  sHllfuI,  moral  plan,  they  recognize 
Anarchial  dangers  from  mere,  sordid  enterprise, 
— The  holy  impulse  which  their  hearts  and   con- 
science fired, 
Seems  to  have  almost  made  their  beauteous  work 

,  inspired; 
And  following  history,  thro'  a  lengtliened  lapse  of 

time. 
Has  crowned  their  efforts  as  successful  and  sublime! 

Then,  brothers  I  let  us  votive  offerings  bring, 
Wliile  manual  outhnes  we  attempt  to  sing  ;— 
Now,  ■while  we  celebrate  a  natal  morn, 
And  larger  Opportunities  are  born  ; 
Now,  when  our  banner  proudly  is  unfuiied, 
And  we  avow  our  precepts  to  the  world. 


Come,  Stranger  I  ere  ye  seek  a  closer  name. 
Lend  audience  to  the  doctrines  we  proclaim  : 


How  do  we  learn  our  life  ?  how  read  the  page, 
As  Time's  hard  finger  quickly  throws  it  o'er  ? 
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"With  what  reflections  do  we  grow  in  age, 
And  near  the  sands  of  th'  inevitable  shore  ? 

FuU  soon  we  find  that  Heaven  has  well  decreed 

To  every  man  his  own  peculiar  fate  : 
With  following  hours  contrasting  thought  and  deed  ; 

"With  years  all  barren,  and  with  moments  grea,t. 

Full  soon  we  learn  a  law  of  equal  birth, 
To  which,  without  incongruous  act,  we  give 

A  holier  homage  in  thescenes  of  earth  : 
Unto  himself  no  man  can  truly  live. 

A  thousand  times  the  precious  truth  we  hear ; 

Stni  fi'om  our  practice  it  remains  concealed ; 
Till  blessed  son-ow  makes  our  wants  appear, 

And  all  adapted  uses  are  revealed. 

The  general  lessons  gathered  'mid  the  din 
Of  worldly  conflict,  triumph  or  defeat, 

Provoke  the  "  Delphic  Oracle  within," 
To  call  the  mind  to  Fellowship's  Ketreat. 

Not  to  the  hut  of  liermii  or  recluse. 

Where  misanthropic  sentiments  are  nursed  ; 

Not  to  retirements  where  the  mean  excuse 
For  selfish  ease  is  Avarice's  sated  ihirst ; 
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But  to  the  cloistered  company  of  those 
"Whose  purpose  is  to  thoroughly  equip 

Good  soldiers  for  the  battles  'gainst  life's  woes, — 
That  test  the  champions  of  Odd-Fello-wship. 

Here,  man  is  separated  from  the  worid ; 

Ko  longer  burdened  with  fictitious  cares ; 
No  more  within  Dissension's  eddies  whirled  ; 

No  longer  threatened  by  Ambition's  snares. 

Here,  Vice  no  more  is  potent  to  allure ; 

Here,  Hates  and  Envies  can  no  more  alarm  ; 
Here,  every  object,  motive,  work  is  pure, 

And  Virtue's  signet  is  the  regal  charm ! 

Here,   Love   and    Friendsliip   hold    the    sovereign 
sway,— 

Their  mild  dominion  gloriously  assert : 
Thy  promise  all  their  precepts  to  obey 

Insures  the  benodietion  they  concert. 

Here,  Faith  and  Charity  combine  to  bless 

The  weary  mind  with  heavenly  balm  of  Peace ; 

Assuage  with  sympathy  the  heart's  distress, — 
For  sorest  trouble  give  or  point  release. 

Should  any  round  this  sacred  altar  bow 

Who  will  not  cherish  what  they  here  declare  ; 
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Who  •mH  not  follow  the  initiate's  tow 

With  earnest  hopes  in  resolution's  prayer  ; 

Presumptuous  Mortal !  Wouldst  thou  dare  approach 
Where  on  the  recreant  falls  a  fearful  ban  ? 

Canst  thou  a  talismanic  secret  keep  ? — 
Then  show  the  fortitude  becomes  a  man ! 

Alas  for  man  !     In  darlmess  and  in  chains, 
In  moral  bhndncss  and  by  passions  bound : 

A  mournful  spectacle  where  folly  reigns, 
And  ivisdom's  voice  is  an  unheeded  sound. 

There  is  a  time  most  fitting  to  confess- 
When  stem  ordeal  of  trial  is  at  hand— 

The  grievous  errors  which  the  mind  oppress, 
And  give  to  conscience  sceptres  of  command. 

O  1  sad  remembrances  of  wrong,  awake ! 

Now  is  the  hour,  repenting,  to  reveal 
The  sins  which  by  their  recollection  break 

From  retrospect  the  dark,  funereal  seal. 


If  ever  thou  hast  mean  advanti^e  g 

O'er-reached  thy  fellow  witli  a  plann'd  deceit,- 
His  honor  blasted  while  in  friendship  feigned, 

His  fortune  ruined  by  a  studied  cheat ; 
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If  thou  hast  robbed  the  widow's  house,  and  made 
Long  prayers  in  public  an  availing  cloak 

Against  that  knowledge  thou  ^wer't  well  afraid 
Would  just  and  quick  retributive  provoke ; 

If  thou  hast  caused  the  orphan's  tears  to  flow. 
Hast  sought  his  golden  portion  to  purlom ; 

And  then,  a  savoring  charity  to  show. 

Heaped  shallow  saucers  with  the  smallest  coin  ; 

O  !    answer  truly,— at  thy  soul's  expense ! 

Confess,  if  guilty,  and  at  once  retire  : 
!For  else  than  innocent  of  grave  offence 

Thou  mayst  not  bide  the  dreadful  track  of  fire  I 

Life's  painful  end  life's  duties  best  can  teach. 

Emblems  of  mortal  struggling  and  of  death 
The  heart  not  lost  to  human  hope  must  reach, 

And    touch   the    conscience  with   compunctious 
breath. 

He  who  is  fit  and  able  to  endure 

The  early  diseiplhie  of  bonds  and  night, 

Deserves  for  recompensing  to  procure 
The  fullest  liberty  and  clearest  light. 

In  this  true  Light  may  Brothers  ever  walk ; 
This  Liberty  without  abuse  enjoy. 
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May  no  false  signala  tempt  them  but  to  mock. 
No  sensual  charms  solicit  and  desti'oy. 

Hail !  master  workmen,  who  to-day  unite 

In  services  of  dedicating  power. 
In  ample  form  conduct  the  solemn  rite. 

And  consecrate  the  building  and  the  hour. 

May  the  grand  invocations  which  yo  raise 
The  gracious  favor  of  our  God  obtain  ; 

And  may  your  choral  symphonies  of  praise 
Ascend  to  Heaven  in  an  accepted  strain. 

From  out  the  bustlo  of  the  crowded  street, 
From  out  the  tumult  of  tbe  business  mart, 

May  yonder  house  be  our  beloved  retreat, — 
The  home  wo  cherish  with  the  mind  and  heart. 

■Withiu  its  walls  may  harmony  abound ; 

May  Honor's  court  be  firm  established  there  ; 
May  royal  truth  be  there  enthroned  and  crowned, 

And  glorious  visions  for  her  sons  prepare  ! 

O  !  may  our  brethren  bs  exceeding  glad 
Before  the  shrine  erected  there  to  wait ; — 

In  regal  vostitui'es  of  scaiiet  clad, 
Bejoice  to  stand  within  our  temple's  gate  I 
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Erotiier,    Grand     Herald    of    the     North !       Pro- 
claim 
A  consecration  in  pure  Fbiehdship's  name  ; 
And,  sprinkling  water,  dedicate  this  place 
To  constant  practice  in  that  heavenly  grace. 

Brother,  Grand  Herald  of  the  South !     Approve 
Tliis  ■work,^ — a  Temple  of  enduring  Love  ; — 
And  typify  our  kindled  hearts'  desires 
With  brilliant  lightings  of  the  altar  fires. 

Brother,  Grand  Herald  of  the  East !     Declare  ; 
Here  Truth's  good  seed  shall  fall,  and  spiiug  and 

bear 
An  hundredfold, — to  widely  save  and  bless. 
And  ■wreathe  ^vith  honor  in  a  right  success. 

Brother,  Grand  Herald  of  the  West !    Poretcll : 
Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity  alike  shall  dwell 
Within  these  consecrated  scones  of  om's  ; 

And  till  the  common  air 
With  fragrant  incense,  as  the  scattered  flowers 

Breathe  perfumes  everywhere. 

And  Brothers  all !     Unite  in  earnest  prayer 

That    this    grand    work    may    have    a    heavenly 
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That  with  the  rathor'a  blessing,  this  good  Order 

may  increase,— 
"  "Whose  ways  ave  ways  of  pleasantness,  and  all 

whoso  paths  are  Peace," 

C.  A.S. 
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BEAD  AT  A  SUPPER  GIVEK  BY  PAIfLEY  A.  R— — ,  TO  HI8 

MASONIC   BKETHREN,   IN   CELEBEATION  OJj'  HIS 

MARRIAGE. 

Our  worthy  Senior  Deacon,  boys,  has  haii  a  fit  come 

o'er  him, — 
As  many  a  worthy  fellow  has,  who's  goae  this  way 

before  him : 
Tn  short,  he's  joined  another  lodge,  with  obligations 

"Whoso  secrets  can  be  given  in  the  presence  of  but 
two, 

I  Imow  you'll  think  it  mighty  strange  that  such  a 
tender  passion 

Should  overcome  so  stout  a  heart  in  such  a  won- 
drous fashion ; 

Tou'U  think  the  deuce  is  in  it,  when  yon  find  that 
aught  can  weaken 

The  stoical  proclivities  of  this  our  Senior  Deacon. 

Just  lend  your  ears,  then,  for  a  "jiff,"  and  hsten 

while  your  "Master" 
Eelates  the  actual  history  of  this  singular  disaster : 
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How  Parley  camo  to  parley  with  the  laas  that's  now 

his  biide : 
How  MoUy  phed  her  arts  until  the  youth  was  niolh- 

fied. 

'Twas  on  a  pleasant  Sabbath  eve — it  seems  to  linger 

With  balmy  odors,  soft  as  when  that  loviug  couple 

met; — 
The  world  was  mostly  gone  to  lest;  the  "witching 

hour  "  drew  nigh ; 
Aud  still  this  pair  were  strolling  foi-th  beneath  the 

starry  sky. 

Our  brother,  for  a  deacon,  seemed  in  quite  hilarious 

mood. 
No  doubt  the  learned  discourse  that  day  had  done 

him  "heaps  "  of  good. 
"Love  one  another,"  was  the  text  the  parson  had 


Its  queer  effects  the  reverend  man  could  hardly  have 


"  You  are  a  Mason,  I  presume  ?  " — began  the  c 
MoUy  ;— 

"  I  hardly  thought  you'd  ever  stoop  to  such  a  piece 
of  folly ; 
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But,  since  you've  gone  and  done  tiiis  thing,  I'll  tell 

you  what  I'll  do  : 
I'll  e'en  propose  to  have  you  make  of  me  a  Mason 

too!" 

"  Well,  really !"  said  our  startled  friend ;  "  if  now, 
upon  your  word, 

You  make  this  proposition  of  your  free  will  and  ac- 
cord ; 

And  if  you'll  keep  the  secret  from  the  ears  of  all  cre- 
ation, 

I'U  e'en  proceed  this  very  hour  to  your  initiation." 

He  clasped  her  hand  within  his  own  ;  he  drew  her 

fondly  to  him  ; 
His  heai't  began  to  palpitate ;  a  rapturous  thrill  went 

through  him ; 
And  from  their  Hps,  as   stood  the  pair   upon  the 

grassy  lawn, 
There  came  a  sound — as  if  a  cork  were  being  slowly 

drawn. 

This    most    delightful    ceremony    thrice    repeated 

there. 
Gave  out  its  tell-tale  whisper  on  the  circumambient 
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Then  spako  the  Senior  Deacon,  beneath  the  trjsting 

tree, 
In  accents  low  and  tender  :  "  Molly,  that's  the  first 


I  rather  think  she  liked  it ;  at  any  rate  she  said 
She  didn't  see  so  very  much  hi  Masonry  to  dread ; 
And  if  he'd  only  promise  her  to  be  a  faithful  brother. 
She'd  pass  on  from  the  first  degree,  and  undertake 
another. 

I  saw  it  not,  but  I  suspect  that  if  the  truth  were 

known, 
'Twas  on  the  second  step  that  most  the  fellow's  craft 

was  sho^vn ; 
'Tis  said  he  gave  her  lectures  on  the  liberal  arts  and 


Beheving  the  monotony  by  Cupid's  soft  appliances. 

And,  finally,  it  came  to  pass,  in  proper  course  of 
timo. 

That  he  conferred,  and  she  received,  the  third  de- 
gree BubHme, 

It  was  a  famous  wedding,  and  we  all  beheld  with 
pride, 

How  Molly  was  transfigured  from  a  maiden  to  a 
bride. 
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There,  brothers,  that's  the  story  ;  the  Deacon's  still 
our  own ; 

Still  stands  within  our  circle,  but  no  longer  stands 
alone ; 

For  the  plei%e  that  we  have  taken,  and  shall  cher- 
ish during  life. 

How  protects  beneath  its  aegis  yet  another  Mason's 
wife. 

Then  here's  a  cordial  health  we  drink  to  Parley  and 
'     to  MoUy : 
May  all  their  days  be  free  from  grief  and  sombre 

melancholy ; 
Till  that  Celestial  Lo(%e  above  shall  ope  its  golden 


To  welcome  them,  both  bride  and  groom,  among  the 
blest  immortals, 

S.  B.  S. 
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HEAD  AT  A  DINNER  GIVEN   BY  DB.  C.   T.   OOLUNS  TO  THE 

BERKSHIRE    MEDICAL    SOCIETY,  AT  INDIOLA  PLACE, 

GBEAT   BAHEISGTON,    JIASS.,   JULY   30,   1862. 

That  Collins  is  the  nurse  for  me  ;  lie  gets  one's  diag- 


Attd  then  prescribes  bis   medieinea  in   allopathio 

doses. 
In  fact,  so  great  his  faculty  for  treatii^  lung  and 

limb. 
The  very  T'aeulty  itself  is  "  treated  "  now  by  him. 

I  met  the  Doctor  on  the  street ;  he  grasped  me  by 
the  hand ; 

He  looked  me  over,  felt  my  pulse,  then  spoke  in  ac- 
cents bland :— - 

"  How  are  you,  friend  ?"  but,  strange  to  tell,  he  ab- 
solutely laughed 

To  learn  that  I'd  been  ailing  since— they  talked 
about  a  draft ! 

"Well,"  said  the  Doctor,  "  your  complaint  is  dread- 
fully contagious : 

I  find  the  neighborhood  is  full  of  men  who  talk 
courageous  j 
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Their  tongues  are  loud  enougli  to  make  you  prick 

your  ears  in  -wonder, 
But  there's  some  kink  about  their  legs  to  make  them 

run  like  thimdcr ! 

But  this  is  neither  here  nor  there  ;  the  war  is  quite 
exciting ; 

But  my  affair,  as  you  shall  see,  is  vastly  more  invit- 
ing. 

The  Berkshire  Doctors,  one  and  all,  from  valley,  hill 
and  heather — 

I'm  going  to  have  them,  Wednesday  week,  around 
my  board  together. 

Of  flesh  and  fowl  I  mean  to  have  a  bountiful  selec- 
tion, 

And  let  these  chaps  just  try  their  hands  at  post  mor- 
tem dissection. 

Ill  show  our  folks  a  clever  trick,  and  let  tho  people 
see 

How,  under  certain  circumstances,  doctors  can 
agree. 

And  then,  to  give  the  dinner  some  celebrity,  you 

know, 
I  want  the  village  pai'sons,  and  the  lawyers,  in  a 

row, 
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Tlie  three  professions  all  combined  afford  a  liorough 

teaehiag— 
Yon  see,  ours  do  tho  practicing ;  the  clergy  do  tlie 

preacliing. 

Our  neighboring  men  of  letters,  and  a  few  "  F.  F. 
G.  B's  "— 

I  shall  surely  Ifiy  some  covers,  and  reaer\'e  some 
seats  for  these ; 

And  chaps  whose  wives,  liio  yours  and  mine,  have 
rather  wholesome  faces, 

Must  give  their  spouses,  as  of  right,  the  most  con- 
spicuous places, 

I  shall  prescribe  a  dose  all  roimd,  adapted  to  re- 
vealing 

'  The  warm,  champagny,  old-particular,  brandy-pim- 
chy  feeling ;' 

And  when  the  heavy  masticating  processes  arc  done, 

We'll  have  a  httle  flow  of  soul,  and  sentiment,  and 


There's  Duncan,  way  from  WOKamstown — ^yon  knew 

him  when  in  college, — 
His  head's  a  perfect  reservoir  of  sparlding  wit  and 

knowledge ; 
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And  there's  the  veteran  Doctor  Childs — God  biess 

him !  he  enjoys, 
At  foTn*-acore  years,  to  hold  his  youth,  and  be  one 

of  the  boys ! 

Ill  have  these  fellows  trotted  out,  and  make  them 

show  their  paces, 
And  put  them  throi^h  aa  exercise  of  intellectual 

And  those  who  hold  alliance  to  some  other  learn- 
ed vocation. 

May  add  their  tribute  to  the  flow  of  mutual  admira- 
tion. 

And  as  for  you,  pray  bring  along  your  little  play- 
ful muse. 

And  let  her  dance  a  lively  jig  in  lightly-stepping 
shoes. 

Don't  let  her  fear  the  wise  old  heads  with  whom  she 
eomes  to  mingle ; — 

I'll  warrant  she  can  fool  them  all  with  her  delusive 
jingle." 

I  tried  to  have  myself  excused,  and  all  that  sort  of 

thing — 
The  same  as  nice  young  ladies  do  when  importuned 

to  sing ; — 
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But  "  No,  yon  simply  must,"  was  all  the  Doctor  had 

to  say ; 
Then  left  me  iu  a  mute  surprise,  and  went  his  home- 

wai'd  way. 

And  so  I  come  ;  and  just  to  talio  some  vengeance  on 

my  friend, 
I  tell  you  the  whole  story,  from  beginning  unto 

end. 
You  now  perceive  precisely,  what  the  Doctor  was 

aboui^ 
His  notion  was — to  call  us  in,  and  then,  to  call  us 

out. 

But,  notwithstanding,  since  we're  here,  and  feeling 

somewhat  mellow. 
We  may  as  well  own  up  at  once  that  he's  a  first  rate 

fellow. 
He  plies  his  arduous  calling  with  a  wondrous  skill 

and  vigor, 
And  keeps  a  big  establishment,  but  keeps  a  heai't 

that's  b%ger. 

And  once  or  twice  in  every  year,  as  sure  as  the  re- 
turning 

Of  planets  tlirougli  their  giddy  paths,  the  festal 
lamps  are  burning 
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Around  the  Doctor's  board  ;  and  not  to  be  of  those 

who  go  there, 
To  use  a  vulgar  idiom,  is  simply  "  to  be  nowhere," 

A  health,  then,  to  the  Doctor  1  may  genial  skies  be 

o'er  him, 
And  troops  of  friends  around  him,  and  pleasing  hopes 

before  him ; 
"  May  his  heart  preserve  its  freshness,  and  the  light 

of  life's  young  day, 
"With  softened,  radiant  glory  shine  upon  his  evening 

way." 

In  freedom,  peace  and  plenty,  may  it  be  his  to  dwell ; 
May  he  have  hosts  of  patients,  and  may  they  all  get 

well ; 
And  of  that  favor'd  number,  may  all  here  present 

be; 
And  when  he  does  this  thing  again,  may  we  be  here 

to  see. 

S.  B.  S. 
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LINES    BEAD    BEFORE    THE    SACRAMENTO   UBRABY   ASSO- 
CIATION, FEBEUABY  3,  1860. 

Necessity,  that  stems  all  law 

And  brooks  of  no  delay, 
Engulphed  the  gentle  friend  I  saw 

One  week  ago  to-day. 

His  modest  way,  liis  honest  smile, 

Hie  'customed  accents  bland, 
Had  given  place  to  stoutest  style 

Of  summons  and  command. 

It  was  the  old,  old  tale  of  woe, 

Sinco  Lyceum  Leagues  began ; 
That  will  not  tolerate  a  "  No  ", 

'Gainst  that  committee-man. 

When  bureau  stars  beguile,  betray, 

And  leave  in  wretched  plight, 
Who  else  must  save  from  blank  dismay 

But  some  domestic  wight  ? 

His  prose  may  lack  Athenian  grace; 
His  rhymes  may  be  "  the  worst ;" 
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Nor  mother  wit  nor  msdom's  trace, 
In  either  product  nursed  ; 

A  youth,  perchance,  who  early  met 

His  all-sufficient  test ; 
And  only  asks  they  may  forget 

Who  heard  him  at  his  best ! 

Well  known  for  all  he  is  and  ain't,— 

Tor  all  he  can't  and  can  ; 
He  is  a  lecturer,  poet,  saint. 

To  that  committee-man. 

Such  was  the  basis  of  salute 

And  orders  to  attend. 
Which  brought  me  here  without  dispute,- 

Obedient  to  my  friend. 


In  chooshag  a  topic,  why  need  I  be  driven  ? 
The  goddess  of  rhyming  was  specially  shriven. 
First  principles  always  supply  the  best  plan,— 
My  groundwork,  all-spanning,  is  primitive  man. 

So,  out  from  your  Eden,  old  Adam  of  kin  ! 
Before  you  e'er  fell  in  the  pitfalls  of  sm ; 
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While  faith  in   your   heart — then  the  fountain   of 

truth, 
Endowed  thee  uriselfisli,  immortal  in  youth. 
Before  having  learned  o'er  foul  iiesh-pots  to  gloat, 
The  core  of  your  system  was  fixed  in  your  throat. 
Tour  palate  delighting  in  nuts  and  herbs  raw. 
And  your  bones  benedietiTe  of  pallets  of  straw. 
Thy  paradise  dwelling  and  service  should  teach 
Beginning,  and  object,  and  evils  of  s 


For  every  living  animal  was  set  a  certain  voice. 

In  different  tones  and  emphasis  of  which  they  could 
rejoice. 

Distinctive  as  their  outward  forms  was  each  one's 
range  of  Bound ; 

The  treble  and  the  screech  on  wings,  the  roar  upon 
the  ground. 

And  these  beyond  the  mere  physique  declared  the 
race  and  kind ; 

Fixed  key-notes  for  each  temper,  from  the  panther 
to  the  hind  ; — ■ 

Eor    each,  by  laws  of    harmony  phrenology  em- 
ploys, 

a  fullest  narrative  their  natui-es  in  their 
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But  -what  -was  hia  peculiar  voice  who  ruled  above  the 
beast; 

Who  walked  amid  perenmal  fi-uits,  sole  yconarch  o£ 
the  feast? 

"What  sii^le  tone  could  indicate  his  majesty  and 
might ; 

Assert  at  ouee  his  scope  of  will,  liis  purpose  for  the 
right  ? 

Not  all  the  various  instinct  sounds  which  from  the 
herd  ascend, 

Kot  all  the  sweetest  songsters'  notes  that  did  en- 
chanting blend, 

Could  form  a  language  for  the  man  :— a  mm-or  to 
disclose 

A  record  for  the  earnest  thoughts  that  m  his  roam- 
in  gs  rose. 

The  first  commission  given  to  man,  in  which  his 
speech  was  made, — 

The  last  self-gift  of  Hhn  who  spake,  and  all  things 


Was  when  the  creeping  things  of  earth  in  trains  be- 
fore him  came. 

And  what  man  chose  to  check  them  off,  to  eacli  one 
was  the  name  ; 

Which  natural  history  catalogue  proved  Adam  not 
a  mute  : 
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As   ticldcd    to    articulate,   his  voice   invoiced   the 

brute. 
But  tho'  the  earth  bore  fmits  and  flowers,  regardless 

of  expense, 
Yet  was  no  help-meet  found  for  man  withiii  the 

garden  fence. 
One  night  he  slept  a  deeper  sleep  than  be  had  ever 

And  when  he  woke,  and  conscious  breathed,  he  miss- 
ed a  bosom  bone. 

While  pondering  on  this  sudden  loss,  resolved  a 
cause  to  draw 

For  this  exscction  of  a  rib,  his  Arab  wife  he 
saw! 

Then  as  man  slept  and  woke  betimes,  we  must,  per- 
force, believe, 

'Twas  early  on  a  cloudless  mom  when  Adam  first 
knew  Kve ! 

Speechless  he  stood !  and  when  for  words,  new-syl- 
labled, he  strove. 

He  learned  himself  spell-bound,  enrapt,  o'erwhebned 
in  masternig  love ! 

Through  his  suspense  at  last  he  broke, — exclaimed 
in  lordly  tone  : — 

"O,  womanl  we  are  flesh  of  flesh  and  bone  of  very 
bone ! " 
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Thiis  did  the  man  the  -womaji  call ;  their  union  thus 

decide ; 
And  with  these  -words  unbridled  he  the  sweet  tongue 

of  his  bride ! 

Which,  from   the  day  it  was  unloosed,  has  never 

ceased  to  go — 
With  words  of  tindness  and  content ;  but  very  rarely 

slow, 
indeed,  it  seems  as  tho'  it  was  implanted  in  her 

heart. 
Not  to  forget— if  e'er  forgive— that  Adam  had  the 

start ! 

Such  was  Eve's  fancy  to  converse  for  conversation's 
sake, 

That  when  her  spouse  was  tired  of  talk  she  gossiped 
with  a  snake  ;— 

Whose  sinuous  counsel  caused  her  fall,  and  brought 
a  common  woe 

On  aU  her  offepring,  who  persist  in  sinning  here  be- 
low, 

It  came  to  pass  the  sons  of  Noah  were  traveling  t« 

the  west  ;— 
They  cried :  "  Go  to !  come  let  us  build  a  tower  and 

city,  lest 
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We  should  be  scattered  all  abroad,  upon  the  plan- 
et's face, 

Instead  of  bound  in  unity  of  residence  and  I'ace  ; 

And  let  tbe  tower's  top  ascend,  a  monument  of  fame, 

"Which,  to  all  comhig  sons  of  men,  our  eraft'ness 
shall  proclaim. 

Aye,  let  the  apex  of  the  tower  to  Heaven  in  glory 
reach  : 

For  can  we  not  make  well-burnt  brick,  and  have  we 
not  one  speech  ?" 

But  lo !  go  to !  the  sons  of  men  are  suddenly  dis- 
persed ; 

Por  their  rash  plan,  with  languages  a  thousand  times 
accurst. 

What  awf  ulf  orce  was  manifest  in  words  of  close  intent, 

When  persons  parted  as  they  called  adobe  for  cement ! 

Amazed,  confuspd,  enraged,  they  sloped, — each  fam- 
ily alone ; 

And  on  their  toil  in  Shinar's  land  the  sun  no  longer 
shone. 
****** 

Now,  with  a  leap  across  the  years — with  your  land 
approbation— 

We  leave  the  scattered  ancient  tribes  for  our  folks' 
Yankee  nation. 
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No  matter  what  has  passed  between,  we  haye  this 
sure  coQclTision : — 

And  those  who  Utigate  tho  point  remain  in  weak 
delusion  :— 

Words  are  our  staple,  and  produced  in  wonderful 
profusion. 

In  pulpit  and  irpon  the  stump,  in  market  and  in  fo- 
rum,— 

Wherever  two  or  three  may  chance  to  make  a  busi- 
ness quorum, — 

There  you  will  find  some  smart  pretense,  for  wealth 
or  honor  seeking ; 

And,  nine  in  ten,  his  capital  exhausts  itself  m  speaking. 

The  wordy  man !  I  know  him  well,  and  I  have  known 
him  long — 

Proportioned  to  his  laclc  of  brain,  his  lungs  are  large 
and  strong. 

The  wordy  man  !  I  know  him  well ;  his  temper  and 
hisfashion ; 

His  drawling  trick  for  wisdom's  calm,  his  simulated 
passion. 

Tor,  shine  or  storm,  'tis  all  the  same;  his  plethoric 
condition 

Besponds  with  hopper  evenness  to  every  feed  peti- 
tion. 
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His  logic  rests  on  simple  stress  of  cop'lative  con- 
junction ; 

O'er  sense  of  tense  ho  rides  rough-shod,  witli  rhap- 
sodizing unction. 

Some  simple  man,  reputed  well  about  his  native  vil- 
lage, 

"Where  he  has  gained  a  competence  in  store-trade  or 
in  tillage, 

Has  nursed  the  thought  for  many  a  year,  in  honest 
meditation. 

That  he  was  bom  for  eminonee  in  councils  of  the 
nation. 

In  farmers'  clubs  and  miners'  leagues  he  leaks  his 
"  proud  ambition ;" 

Su^ests  what  Congressmen  should  do,  on  such  and 
sneh  condition.— 

Premises  or  concludes  with  hints  about  a  vain  ob- 
lation 

Of  solid  truth,  when  feeble  minds  control  our  dele- 
gation ! 

His  hour  at  last  I  The  neighbors  say  :  "  John  Smith's 
an  honest  nature — 

Let's  send  him  down  to  'represent'  in  this  year's 
legislature," 
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"  Agreed,"  say  all ;  agreement  is  in  eancns  forms 
perfected ; 

And  in  due  course  John  Smitli  is  hailed  "  Assem- 
blyman elected." 

Now  squarely  on  the  road  to  fame,  he  must  assume 
a  standing. 

In  manners  and  in  dress,  alike  respectful  and  com- 
manding. 

For  -weeks  before  the  session  time,  that  nothing  may 
be  lacking. 

His  new  boiled  shirts  and  broadcloth  coat  are  placed 
in  careful  packing. 

Once  at  the  capital,  he  feels  his  genius  hugely  swell- 
ing,— 

jVnd  what  may  be  his  final  post  there's  no  prophetic 
telling! 

Now,  all  his  energies  are  taxed,  his  brain  is  overladen 

With  matter  from  the  choice  of  which  to  pick  phil- 
lipics,  maiden. 

Lo !  now  this  legislator  shouts,  'mid  wild  expectoi-ation ; 

His  oye  dilates,  his  breast  upheaves  with  dreadful 
respiration. 

The  hall  is  close  with  crowding  sounds,  with  words 
is  atmospheric ; — 

He  gains  his  climax  with  a  shriek  that  borders  on 
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He  ends!   and  ends  his  public  life— for,  -vvitli  the 

term  expiring, 
He  finds  his  "  painful  duty  "  is  to  beat  a  sad  retiring. 
His  age  consoles :  his  efforts  were  abortive  from  their 

lateness  I 
And  so  he  bids  a  "long  farewell"  to  pohtics  and 


The  man  of  words  I  I  know  liim  well ;  his  every  form 
and  feature 

Present  to  me,  in  simple  guise,  a  most  familiar  crea- 
ture. 

WMle  prominent  upon  the  list — by  general  conces- 
sion— 

The  actual  act  of  public  talk  is  not  in  his  profession. 

In  shorf^-for  short  is  his  address — his  business  is 
the  wiiting 

Of  speeches  in  the  proper  shape  from  very  poor  in- 
diting. 

He  takes  a  threadbare  piece  of  cloth ;  re-weaves  it, 
clean  and  shining — 

Ah !  mysteries  and  miseries  of  his  acute  refining! 

"Who  knows  of  his  alchemic  toil  ?  who  thanks  him 
for  his  study 

O'er  crucibles  of  ugly  signs ;— expressions  ranlt  a,nd 
muddy? 
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Evolving  from  a  jumbled  mass  some  thoughts  of 
useful  meaning ; 

From  loads  of  ionutritious  chaf^  some  wheaten  ker- 
nels gleaning. 

Is  gratitude  for  such  a  work,  from  wordy  men  expected? 

Where  toughest  skill  is  exercised,  least  debt  ig  recol- 
lected, 

I've  seen  unnumbered  Solons  gloat,  in  halls  of  legis- 
lation, 

Because  the  text  constituents  quote  enlianced  their 
,  reputation ; — 

Until  their  fame  collapsed  in  shame,  from  one  good, 
square  translation ! 

"Words  for  the  milhon  I     Who  will  get  a  patent  right 

for  pumping 
The  greatest  number  in  the  space  allowed  for  party 

strunping  ? 
Where  Norman  French  derivaties,  promiscuous  and 

excessive. 
Are  used  to  stilt  a  tedious  talk,  and  render  it  "  im- 


Where  truth  is  not  so  much  ignored  as  set  in  cool 


"Where  often  on  the  naked  howl  is  placed  a  cheered 
reliance. 
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"Wliere  men  of  cultivated  taste  descend  to  black- 
guard diction ; 

Where  con-viet  scoundrels  patronize  their  patriots' 
conviction ! 

Words  for  the  thousands !  Simpering  damea  who 
resolutely  tarried. 

Despite  all  calls,  beyond  the  time  ia  which  they 
should  have  married ; 

And  men  and  women  out  of  sorts  ia  marital  condi- 
tion, 

Wlio  think  their  private  griefs  confer  a  special  for- 
eign mission, 

Pry  out  their  neighbor's'  evil  days,  and  picture  trifles 
glaring ; 

Knock  down  the  stool  of  penitence,  and  set  reform 
despairing ; 

Destroy  the  hopes  of  some  fond  girl,  whose  keenest 
heart  affection 

Was  justly  placed, — tho'  not  assumed  to  be  on 
earth's  perfection. 

And  who  shall  now  for  cotton  bales  or  gold  the 

pseans  sing  ? 
We  haU  the  royal   council  board : — The  man   of 

speech  is  kiaig  I 
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I  Speak  not  now  of  babbling  fools, — of  those  wlio 

throw  away 
Their  o\yu  and  other  people's  time  in  Hngual  display. 
I  speak  of  such  as  Henry  waSj — of  Webster  and  of 

Clay. 
I  look  to  him,  tlie  eloquent,  inspired  Now  Er^land 

"Whose  words  have  saved  the  home  and  tomb  of 
Father  Washington ! 

Words  for  the  hundreds  I  Blessed  few ;  in  Honor's 

house  devoted : — 
Each  one  determining  liis  choice, — admitted  or  pro- 
moted I 
Words  that  the  seeds  of  fire  contain  for  nations  now 

complaining ; 
Words  that  when  victory  is  won,  disclose  the  skill 

maintaining. 
Words  breathing  peace,  and  hope,  and  faith,  through 

earthly  time  enduring, — 
Tor  every  listening  soul  a  hate  of  morbid  thoughts 

procuring : 
Theih  speech  we  yearn  to  hear ;  for  truth  gleams 

radiant  in  the  hearing. 
And  in  the  trance  we  grasp  the  love  that  casts  out 

pride  and  fearing. 
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But  here  a  thought  compunctious  stays  ;  and  in  its 
candid  telling, 

I  make  avowal  consonant  with  most  congenial  spell- 
ing. 

Should  I  permit  my  rhyming  muse  to  longer  test 
your  favor, 

I  might  reduce  a  note  of  praise  to  fcoblc  semi-qua- 
ver. 

So  while  there's  merit  in  the  act.  111  make  a  timely 
ending ; — 

That  when  'tis  said,  "  it  was  not  much,"  the  phrase 
may  be  commending. 

Declaring  that  a  favor  found  in  some  such  exclama- 
tion, 

Will  more  than  double  all  the  capes  of  her  best  ex- 
pectation. 

o.A.a 
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EXPEEIENCE8  AFLOAT. 

VEESES   WRTl'TEN  ON  BOAED   O.   8.   TRANSPORT,    ILLINOIS, 
OFF  ELOEIDA  COAST,  JAMTJABY,   1863. 

O  GENTLE  Mnse  !     O  gracious  Muse  I 

Bestow  thy  smile  on  me  ; 
While  I  describe  tho  ivondrous  sights 

I  aeo  upon  the  sea. 

Old  Ocean  is  a  heavy  swell ; 

A  deep  old  salt,  for  that ; 
You'll  find  your  error,  if  at  first 

You  take  him  for  a  flat. 

Ko  rower  can  withstand  his  roar ; 

For  blows  he's  ever  ready ; 
And  whoso  keeps  his  company, 

Is  apt  to  get  unsteady. 

He  brags  what  flags  wave  o'er  his  waves  ; 

He  boasts  his  ships  are  whalers  ; 
With  gales  regales  us,  just  to  show 

How  he  assails  the  sailors. 

Ah  mo !     I'm  six  days  out  from  shore  ; 
A  cleaned-out,  luckless  rover ; 
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Another  six-daya  cruise  ahead ; 
And  so,  I'm  half-seas-over. 

I  feel  so  "  eabm'd,  cribbed,  confined," 
I  scarce  can  draw  my  breath ; 

There's  no  more  comfort  in  my  berth, 
Than  if  it  were  my  death. 

I  go  upon  the  upper  deck 
They  call  "  the  hmTicane ; " 

I  spy  a  seat  hard  by,  I  strive 
With  all  my  might  to  gain. 

The  passage  thither  seems  np  hill ; 

I'm  just  a'goii^  to  soar  ; 
When  lo  !  there  comes  a  sudden  lurch,- 

I'm  sprawling  on  the  floor ! 

With  stem  resolve  I  seek  the  stem. 
The  ship's  in  mad  carouse  ; 

The  masts  as  to  their  master  nod, 
The  bow  is  making  bows. 

The  smoke-stack  is  exceeding  sick, 

It  vomits  forth  a  cloud  ; 
A  deathly  pallor  seems  to  sit 

On  every  sail  and  shroud. 
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I  look  down  in  the  engine  room  ; 

The  struggle  there  is  fine ; 
The  old  ship's  stomach  seems  disturbed 

Almost  as  bad  as  mine. 

An  afterthought  conducts  me  aft, 

How  very  queer  I  feel ! 
The  tiling  go  dancing  round  me  so, 

My  brain  begins  to  reel. 

Then  comes  the  strange  sensation  on, 

TliG  like  you  never  knew ; 
There's  nothing  for  it,  but  to  run, — 

Eugh !    Eugh !  I    E-e-u-g-h  ! ! ! 

O  grim  old  Neptune  !  once  release 

Your  precious  hold  on  me  ; 
And  you  may  play  your  pranks  at  will, 

I'll  never  go  to  see ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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CHARGE  OF  THE  EOETY-NINTH. 

[The  I'ortj-iiinth  Mass.  Vols,  participated  in  the  attempt  to 
carry  by  storm  the  rebel  woTks  at  Port  Hudson,  La.,  May  27, 
1863,  lc«iiig  in.  liilled  and  wounded  more  than  one-third  of  tlie 
number  who  went  into  the  action.] 

"  FoEWAKD   now  the  Eoety-kinth  1 "    the  General's 

mandate  came ; 
"  Attention,  Third  Battalion ! "    was  tlie  Colonel's 

prompt  exclaim : 
"Now,  ye  sons  of  Berkshire,  your  crowiiing  hour 

has  come  ; 
Prove  your  foad  fidehty  to  ancestry  and  home  !  " 

Straightway  from  the  imdergrowth,  our  gallant  boys 
up sprang ; 

Rapid  and  sonorous  the  familiar  accents  rang ; 

"  Eight  face !  Lively !  Forward  march  ! "  mean- 
while, in  each  eye 

Mark  the  fii'm  resolve  that  dareth  both  to  do,  and 


Tlirongh  the  tangled  bushes  stealthily  we  tread, 
While  the  shells  are  shrieking  madly  overhead  ; 
Kow  we  reach  the  open  ;  and,  across  the  plain, 
See  the  rebel  cannon,  spouting  leaden  rain. 
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"  On  the  light,  by  file  in  line  I  "—rapidly  we  form  : 
"  Forward  march  1     Guide  centre ! " — ^now  the  fiery 

storm 
With  redoubled  furyTexes  earth  and  sky, 
As  our  glorioua  banner  greets  the  foeman's  eye. 

Gallantly  before  us,  in  the  thrilling  scene, 

March  the  stormiag  party,  witli  musket  and  fascine ; 

See !  their  steps  they  hasten  I     "  Double  quick !  "— 

now  then 
Qomes  tho  tug  of  battle  ;  'quit  yourselves  like  men ! 

Ah,  what  rebel  cunning  had  prepared  tho  way ! 
Felled  trees,  logs  and  branches  in  our  pathway  lay ; 
StiU  our  Sag  moves  forward ;  aye,— and  not  alone ; 
For  our  line  of  battle  bravely  holds  its  own ! 

God  of  mercy  help  us !     Twice  the  murderous  balls 
Strike  our  Hero  Colonel ;  ah,  he  reels  ;  he  falls ! 
Our  Lieutenant-Colonel,  "  Onward !   Onward ! "  cry- 
ing. 
In  an  instant  stricken,  on  tlio  fieldis  lying  1 

Yet  our  boys,  undaunted,  with  their  might  and  mam 
Strive  to  gain  the  ramparts,  but,  alas !  in  vain. 
From  those  fatal  ramparts,  looming  still  afar. 
How  the  foe,  exultant,  hurl  tho  bolts  of  war ! 
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Through  our  ranks,  where  ghttered  bayonet   and 

blade, 
See  what  deadly  havoc  sliot  aud  shell  have  made! 
Of    that    proud    battalion, — fresh-lipped  men   and 

brave — 
Scores  now  groan  in  anguish ;  some  have  found  a 

grave ! 

Strive  no  longer  vainly,  now  that  hope  is  past ; 
Let  the  logs  and  pit-falls  be  your  shield  at  last : — 
Down,  then ;  down  for   safety ;  ye  who   still   sur- 

Tive ; 
Thank  the  Gtod  of  battles  ye  are  yet  alive  ! 

Softly  soon  the  Day-King  sinks  unto  his  rest, 

And  the  grateful  twihght  deepens  in  the  west. 

Hushed  the  din  of  battle— now,  with  footsteps 
fleet, 

Weary,  saddened  soldiers  mate  their  swift  re- 
treat. 

Lo  1  what  scenes  confront  them,  as  they  rearward 

tread ; 
Here  a  comrade  wounded ;  thei'e  a  comrade  dead ! 
Friends  at  home,  and  kindred  ;  ah  !  what  would  ye 

say, 
Could  you  see  your  petted  FoRrY-niNTH  to-day ! 
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This,  at  least,  in  futui'e,  say  with  honest  pride, — 
"  Berkshire  boys  right  nobly  fought,  and  bled,  and 

died." 
Ever  let  their  actions  bs  preserved  in  story, 
And  their  names  encircled  with  a  wreath  of  glory. 

s.B.a 


,1  Google 


LINES, 

WRITTEN   FOK  IMPROMPTU  CELEBEATION,  JULY  4,   1863, 
ON  BOARD    STEAMSHIP  CAHAWBA,  AT   SEA,  OPE  COAST 
OP  PLOEIDA,  EN  HOUTE  HOME  FROM  NEW  ORLEANS. 

The  glorions  Fourth  lias  come  agam  ;  'tis  ours  to 
hail  the  day 

Afar  at  sea,  as  o'er  the  waves  our  good  ship  speeds 
its  way ; 

And  while  our  staunch  "  Oahawba  "  floate  in  majes- 
ty along, 

!Prom  grateful  lips  let  us  uplift  our  patriotic  song. 

Well  cherished  day ;  how  bright  the  fires  on  memo- 
ry's altar  burn. 

As,  each  revolving  year,  we  greet  its  annual  re- 
turn 1 

Our  country !  with  what  pride  we  trace  her  onward, 
upward  way. 

Since  first  our  grandsires  hailed  the  dawn  of  Inde- 
pendence day ! 

In  conflict  born,  in  faith  sustained,  baptized  in  blood 

and  fire, 
Exposed  in  tender  infancy  to  Britain's  haughty  ire  ; 
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Still  our  Columbia  lived  and  thrived,  and  oame  at 

last  to  be 
An  empire  -whose  dominion  stretched  from  sea  across 

to  so  a. 


L  her  banner,  science,  art,  and  each  fair  en- 
terprise 

Thrived,  like  eshnberant  fruits,  beneath  the  most 
auspicious  skies ; 

Here  Justice  held  her  scales  aloft,  and  -with  benig- 
nant mien, 

Eeligion,  with  her  mitred  front,  o'erlooked  the  glad- 
some scene. 

Upon  that  banner,  earth's  oppressed  from  lands  afar 
have  gazed. 

As  on  some  sign  of  heahng  by  some  modern  Mosos 
raised ; 

And  unto  it  -with  joyful  hope,  and  with  a  faith  sub- 
lime. 

Have  flocked  a  countless  multitude,  from  every 
shore  and  clime. 

Blest,  O,  how  blest  I  beneath  that  flag,  we  lived,  nor 

thought  nor  dreamed 
How  much   of  discord  lay  concealed,  where  all  so 

cheerful  seemed ; 
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Dreamed  not  there  breathed  a  soul   so   base, — to 

human  sense  so  closed, 
As  dare  profane  the  citadel  where  all  our  hopes  re- 


But  times  have  changed ;  this  very  scene  reminds 
us  that  the  foe 

Hath  risen  in  his  might  to  deal  the  fratricidal  blow. 

The  uniforms  we  wear  to-day,  and  many  a  well- 
earned  scar, 

Tell  that  the  nation  writhes  beneath  the  crimson 
foot  o£  war ! 

Eut,  God  be  praised,  tho  hour  hath  shown,  that  when, 

in  years  gone  by. 
Heaven  oped  its  gates  to  greet  our  sires,  true  valor 

did  not  die. 
O,  let  our  faith  and  hope  grow  strong,  as  in  onr  ranks 

to-day. 
We  recognize  the  sons  of  sires,  as  brave,  as  true,  as 

theyl 

And  now,  as  comes  the  season  round,  wJien  every 

bosom  glows 
Afresh  with  love  of  country,  and  with  wrath  against 

her  foes ; 
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O,  let  us  at  a  common  shrine  our  sacred  vows  re- 
cord, 

The  contest  never  to  give  o'er,  nor  sheathe  the  right- 
eous sword. 

Till  once   again,   from    Kennebec  to   distant   Eio 
Grande, 

Our  Mag  shall  spread  its  ample  folds,  unchallenged, 
o'er  the  land ; 

And  everywhere,  the  wide  -world  round,  that  glori- 
ous Flag  shall  bo 

In  very  deed,  and  very  truth,  the  Ensign  of  the 
free! 

S.  B.  8. 
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SisTEE !  we  mourn  with  ceaseless  grief  thy  going. 

Since  thou  hast  left  us ; 
With  each  recurring  day  our  tears  are  flowing. 
More  deep  the  yeamiuga  in  our  hearts  are  growing, 
For  that  loved  presence,  whereof — God's  'bestow- 
ing— 

He  hath  bereft  us. 

TJiou  wast,  but  art  not  here  forever  more  ; — 

Such  thy  brief  story ; — ■ 
Thy  life  was  bright  and  Joyous,  but  'tis  o'er ; 
Thou  hast  gone  seeking  dear  ones  gone  before, 
And  from  the  slopes  of  that  celestial  shore, 

Hast  risen  to  glory. 

Say,  in  those  upper  mansions,  didst  thon  meet 

Sister  and  brothers  ? 
And  in  the  first  bi^ht  throng  that  came  to  greet. 
And  brought  thee  gla.d  embrace, — swift-winged  and 

fleet,— 
"Was  there  not  that  dear  face, — serene  and  sweet — 
Our  sainted  mother's? 

Oh  !  I  do  seem  to  see  new  joy  in  Heaven, 
As  she  who  bore  thee 
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Saw  thj  pure  soul  from  earth's  frail  yesture  riven. 
Safe  at  the  goal  towai'ds  which  it  'well  had  striven, 
And,  joyous  in  this  child-companion  given. 
Bent  smiling  o'er  thee  ; 

And  to  the  Father,  on  His  white  throno  seated. 

And  to  the  Son, 
And  to  the  Spirit — God  Triune — repeated 
Glad  hymns  of  praises,  nor  in  vain  entreated 
Welcome  to  thee,  O  rapturously  greeted, 

Thy  Life-work  done ! 

There,  as  eternal  cycles  roll  away, 

Thou  art  at  rest. 
Around,  the  everlasting  sunbeams  play ; 
Through  golden  streets,  tlirough  sweet  fields,  thou 

shalt  stray, 
And  in  yon  Heaven  slialt  spend  an  endless  day 
Among  the  blest. 

Yet  e'en  from  Heaven's  ecstatic  joys,  I  know 

Thou  wouldst  look  down, 
And  gaze  in  fondness  upon  friends  below, 
And  fain  wouldst  woo  them  from  this  world  of  woe. 
And  higher  joys  porti'ay,  and  fain  wouldst  show 
The  victor's  crown. 
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But,  oh,  ho-vv  swift  the  years  will  wingthek  fl^lit 

Li  thy  esteem ! 
Our  life  is  but  a  day— soon  past — theu  night 
Comes,  whkpermg  of  the  mom,  or  else  witli.  Might ; 
iQij  all— the  old,  the  beautiful,  the  bright — 

Pass  like  a  dream ! 
Ami,  shortly,  all  the  friends  and  kindred  known 

On  earth  to  thee, 
Must  cross   the   stream  which   thou  hast  crossed, 

alone, 
Must  stand  in  judgment  at  God's  awful  throne. 
And,  in  its  bliss,  or  terrors,  must  be  shown 

Eternity ! 

Spirit  departed  unto  realms  aboYC, 

I  pray,  look  hither ; 
Watch  o'er  and  guard  me  with  that  sister's  love, 
Which  erst  I  know  tliy  tender  heart  did  move ; 
From  God  and  Heaven  permit  me  not  to  rove ; 

But  lead  me  thither  I 

And,  haply.  He  who  lives  to  intercede 

At  God's  right  hand, 
To  my  poor  prayers  may  graciously  give  heed ; 
O'er  sins  like  mine.  His  woraids  afresh  may  bleed, 
And  I  may  gain,  obedient  to  His  lead. 

The  promised  land. 
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Yet  not  to  gain  it,  when  I  laiow  what  guest 

Inhabits  there  ;-— 
What  greater  torment  for  the  human  breast. 
What  greater  woe  wherewith  to  be  oppressed, 
What  greater  grief,  or  sorrow,  or  unrest, 

Than  sucli  despair  I 

Dear  sister !  Earth  is  less  since  thou  hast  died, 

And  Heaven  is  more. 
From  Heaven  look  down  and  be  my  constant  guide. 
8o,may  I  'seapo  the  snares  of  sin  and  pride, 
And  reach  at  last,  beyond  Death's  gloomy  tide, 

The  shining  shore. 

There,  as  the  tireless  centuries  come  and  go, 

No  fate  shall  sever  ;— 
Supernal  joys  shall  have  perpetual  flow. 
Loved  ones  of  old  shall  thi^ong  with  hearts  aglow, 
And  bid  us  taste  of  pleasures,  we  shall  know 

Are  ours  forever. 

S.  B.  S. 
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I  STOOD  within  the  consecrated  ground, 
Where  himdxeds  sleep  ih'  inevitable  sleep ; 
In  thoughtful  mood  I  strolled  at  leisui'e,  round 
The  sacred  place  where  mourners  come  to  weep ; 
"Where  senlptur'd  stones  their  constant  vigils  keep  ; 
Where  solemn  trees  their  drooping  branches  wave 
O'er  prosti'ate  forms,  consigned  to  slumber  deep ; — 
The  old,  the  young,  the  good,  the  base,  the  brave. 
All  to  one  common  level  come  at  last — the  grave  ! 


How  populous  grown,  thou  city  of  the  dead  I 
Within  the  period  of  a  few  brief  years. 
How  short  the  time  since  first  a  Hfeless  head 
Was  here  laid  low  with  many  sighs  and  tears ! 
Yet,  day  by  day,  upon  our  careless  ears 
Fall  sad  the  tones  of  the  funereal  bell, 
As,  here  and  there,  some  fated  mortal  hears, 
Sounding  for  him,  th'  inexorable  knell— 
"  Hence  to  the  regions  where  departed  spirits  dwell !' 

m. 
So,  one  by  one,  the  marble  columns  rise, 
And  for  its  tenant  yawns  another  tomb. 
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And  some  new  shaft  points  upward  to  the  skies, 
And  new-wreathed  flowers  exhale  their  sweet  per- 
fume— 
As  fain  to  rob  some  grave  of  half  its  gloom. 
Here  speaJia  a  stone  of  aged  worth  passed  away ; 
There,  of  a  youth  cut  down  in  early  bloom  ; 
There,  of  a  child  called  from  its  infant  play — 
Blest  one  !  so  soon  let  in  to  realms  of  e 


'Tis  a  fine  impulse — worthy  of  a  race, — 
d?he  foremost,  doubtless,  of  the  sons  of  eartli, — 
The  habitations  of  the  dead  to  grace 
Witli  fitting  tributes  to  departed  worth. 
How  meet  that  one  who  had  a  common  birth 
With  me  ;  whose  youth  ran  parallel  with  mine — 
Who  sat  beside  the  same  paternal  hearth — 
When  called  at  last  his  being  to  resign, 
Should  find  a  grave  o'er  which  these  hands  should 
place  a  slirine ! 


Tes,  honored  bo  the  instinct  which  incites 
To  decoration  of  the  saered  spot 
Where  the  dead  rest,  with  something  which  in- 
Tites, — 
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Wbicli  seems  to  say,  "  Thou  art  not  clean  forgot ; 
Thoi^li  gone  from  eaiih,  tliy  name  hath  peiiahed 

not; 
But  o'er  thy  ashes,  the  memorial  stone 
Some  place  to  thee  in  memory  shall  allot— 
Eocord  a  hfe  in  which  some  virtues  shone 
Too  bright  to  pass  away  unchronicled— imkno^vn." 


It  makes  the  Hying  look  with  lessened  dread 
On  death,  and  scenes  which  its  approach  attend, 
To  see  attractions  multipHed  and  spread 
Arotmd  each  tomb  by  some  surviving  friend. 
'Tis  sweet  to  feel  that,  when  one's  hfe  shall  end, 
He  shall  not  sleep  within  a  nameless  grave. 
But  o'er  him  some  inscription  shall  defend 
Awhile  his  record  'gainst  the  Lethean  wave, — 
Prolong  his  influence,  and  his  good  example  save. 


And  there's  incentive  in  the  plcasuig  thought. 

That  whatsoever  hath  been  grandly  done, 

In  panegyric  letters  may  be  wrought 

Upon  the  shaft,  or  monumental  stone, 

To  tell  the  pensive  passer-by  of  one 

Who,  in  Bome  noble  sphere,  held  high  command ; 
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"Who,  itt  mankind's  affection,  held  a  throne  ; — 
Endowed  "with  gifts  of  head,  and  heart,  and  hand ; — ■ 
Whose  life  was  one  long  benediction  o'er  the  land. 


But  monnmcnts  are  feeblo  bul%varks  all 
Against  the  havoc  and  the  waste  of  time  ; 
They  serve  a  purpose,  bnt  decay  and  fall, 
Ere  they  who  built  scarce  reach  th'  eternal  cHme. 
Some  Kving  truth  disclosed — some  deed  sublime — 
These  be  the  monuments  that  shall  endure. 
Great  Cesar's  valor, — greater  Homer's  rhyme 
Give  each  a  place  in  history  secure, — 
Beneath  Fame's  temple-dome,  a  habitation  sure. 


The  prophet,  Moses,  towards  tho  mountain  height. 
At  God's  commandment,  lifted  up  his  face  ; 
So  passed  forever  out  from  human  sight, 
And  no  man  knoweth  of  his  burial-place. 
Yet  not  till  men  have  lost  the  power  to  trace 
In  holy  writ,  the  record  blazoned  there, 
Shall  he,— the  leader  of  a  chosen  race, — 
The  homage  of  the  ages  fail  to  share. 
Or  crowns  of  everlasting  splendor  cease  to  wear. 
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Of  good  and  bad  taste,  it  may  well  be  said, 
Our  cemeteries  make  a  vast  display. 
Like  living  cities,  cities  of  the  dead 
What  sort  of  folk  inhabit  there,  betray. 
The  architecture  of  the  present  day, — 
The  ancient  models  setting  all  at  nought^ — 
In  various  style — grave,  cumbrous,  graceful,  gay — 
Some  fair,  some  execrable  shapes  hath  wi-ought — 
The  chance  embodiment  of  each  contriver's  thought. 


Yet  'twere  a  simple  thing  to  keep  within 
The  bounds  of  proper  taste  and  cultured  sense  ; 
Build  some  substantial  stmeture  o'er  thy  kin, — 
Against  time's  ravages,  the  best  defence, — 
And  shun,  of  all  things,  vulgar,  base  pretense. 
Did  he  die  rich  ?  bo  modest,  ne'erthcless, 
Nor  strain  to  typify  his  opulence 
By  something  that  shall  only  make  men  guess 
What  share  it  cost  of  all  that  Dives  did  possess. 


I  can  perceive  a  fitness  when  men  build 
Their  costly  tributes  to  great  Washiugton  ; 
Or,  lavish  of  expense,  adorn  and  gild 
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Their  proud  memorials  to  each  gifted  one, — 
Soldier  or  sage,  or  patriot,  whose  Kfe  done, 
Seems  to  become  the  property  of  all 
"Within  whose  midst  his  grand  career  was  nm  ; 
Who,  o'er  bis  dust,  or  ui  the  classic  hall, 
Or  in  the  markct-placo,  his  sculptur'd  form  install, 

xiu. 
But  when  old  Jones,  whose  riches  were  amassed 
In  manufactures,  or  in  merchandise ; 
In  prosperous  venture,  or  some  signal  cast 
Of  fortune,  pays  stem  Nature's  debt,  and  dies, 
And  wills  that  o'er  Iiis  ashes  there  shall  rise 
The  most  imposing  of  memorial  stones,— 
His  name,  forsooth,  to  tlius  immortalize ; 
I  really  can  but  think  that  Mr,  Jones 
Is  paying  overdue  respect  unto  his  bones. 


And  mark  the  folly  of  the  vast  outlay ! 
This  man  would  fain  perpetuate  his  name  ; 
Butj  ah !  how  soon  his  fabric  will  decay. 
And  time  will  mock  his  weak,  pretentious  daim. 
Wealth  can  find  better  shifts  to  purchase  fame. 
Jones  spent  a  fortune  ;  he  might  have  endowed 
A  charity  or  college  with  the  same. 
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And  bought  applause  from  no  ignoble  crowd,— 
Conceived  a  generoi^  act,  and  won  distinction  proud. 


Eich  Amos  Lawrence ; — honored  be  his  name  ! — 
A  poor  boy  once, — became  a  millionaire  ; 
Then,  thoughtful  founder  of  a  fragrant  fame. 
On  charities  bestowed  a  zealous  care. 
The  tomb  that  shrines  him  is  a  plain  affair, 
And  yet  his  name  on  many  a  structure  ahiues. 
Goes  liated  with  benefactions  here  and  there, 
And,  until  Time  his  sovereignty  resigns, 

On  Fame's  bright  scroll  shall  be  inscribed  in  living 
lines. 

svi. 
"When  I  must  answer  to  the  final  call, 
I'd  have  no  costly  pile  above  my  head ; 
But  I  would  be  remembered,  if  at  aU, 
For  something  nobly  done,  or  fitly  said. 
But,  should  I  join  the  multitudinous  dead, 
Who  leave  no  footprints  on  Time's  treaclierous 

sands, 
Enough  for  me,  to  have  my  children  shed 
Sometimes  a  tear  beside  the  spot  where  stands 

The  simple  stone  placed  o'er  my  dust  by  friendly 
hands. 
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Wliile  thus  I  mused,  lo  1  the  descending  sun 
Began  to  cast  !iis  shadows,  dark  and  long ; 
And  so,  Tvith  one  accord,  were  quickly  done 
The  day,  my  stroll,  my  roTerie,  and  my  eong. 
To  the  near  city  I  made  hasts  along. 
Through  avenues  proud,  and  bustling  thorough- 
fares. 
And  once  more  mingHug  with  the  busy  throng, 
Ah,  me  I  Kow  soon  life's  round  of  paltry  cares, 
Be-enfring  all  my  thoughts,   possessed    me  una^ 
wares. 

S.  B.  S. 
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DELIVERED   AT   GREAT   BAKEINGTON,   JULY   4tH,    1865, 
AND   OS   SAME  DAY  IN  PJTTSFIEtJ). 

No  MORE  to  chronicle  fraternal  wars ; 
No  longer  hand-maid  of  the  furious  Mara  ; 
No  more  to  beckon  to  a  soldier's  grave 
The  youthful  warrior, — tho  heroic  brave  ; 
No  more  -with  classic  tread  and  ireful  mien, 
To  lend  thy  presence  to  some  battle  scene  ;— 
Goddess  of  song !  -with  gladder  notes  attend  ; 
Here  in  our  midst,  with  radiant  brow  descend  ; 
On  happier  themes,  0  let  thy  zeal  increase— 

The  HOUR  OF  TEIUMPH,  and  the  DA^ffl  OF  PEACE  ! 

Dark  was  the  cloud,  which,  gathering  thick  and  fast, 

For  many  years  the  Nation's  sky  o'ercast ; 

And  fierce  the  storm,  whose  pent-up  wrath  broke 

forth 
O'er  desperate  South  and  o'er  determmed  North, 
"When  the  defiant  flag  was  first  unfurled, 
And  civil  war's  hot  thimderbolts  were  hurled. 
Waking  the  echoes  of  the  startled  world. 

Sad  was  the  day,  and  evil  was  tho  hour, 

"When  Eeason  left  her  throne  and  lost  her  power ; 
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When  first  the  impiotis  madman  dared  begin 
Tbe  strife  in  ■wMch  he  could  not  hope  to  win ; 
To  fire  the  nation's  temple  dared  presume, — 
Whose  flames,  once  hghted,  must  himself  consume  ; 
Too  glad  this  common  heritage  to  mar 
Witli  all  the  hayoe  of  tremendous  -war, 
And  drown  the  sacred  ties  of  brotlierhood 
In  swollen  rivers  of  fraternal  blood  ! 

It  was  to  be  ;  the  God  who  rules  above,— 
Alite  the  God  of  justice,  as  of  love, — 
Doubt  not,  was  witness  with  omniscient  eye. 
Of  all  the  scene ;  and  from  His  thi-one  on  high. 
Beheld  what  man  saw  not,  nor  yet  foresees, — 
Eesults,  far-reaching  through  the  centuries ! 
Nay,  e'en  to  us,  of  finite,  feeble  sense, 
Comes  now  and  then  a  glimpse  of  recompense, 
And  aU  the  sacrifice  of  toil  and  blood 
Seems  cheap  in  prospect  of  the  coming  good. 
Men  die,  but  nations  hve,  whose  men  are  great. 
And  fit  to  found  and  regulate  a  state ; 
And  nations  are  the  mighty  instruments, 
Beneath  tlie  wondrous,  rule  of  Providence, 
Wherewith  to  hasten  that  consummate  end. 
To  which  all  time's  events  and  changes  tend ; 
And  whoso  with  a  pious  trust  essays 
To  give  his  nation  power  and  length  of  days  ; 
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To  make  her  nobler,  and  of  higher  worth, 
Among  the  thrones  and  Mngdoma  of  the  earth, 
"Fnlfills  a  mission  ;  and  may  laj  him  down 
Where  death  o'ertakes  him ;  he  hath  won  a  crown. 
And  thou,  whose  eye  to-day  can  only  see 
That  far-off  grave  'neath  the  magnolia  tree, — ■ 
O  cease  thy  grief ;  for  though  no  more  tlie  boy 
Comes  back  to  mingle  in  these  scenes  of  joy, 
Nor  Joins  his  comrades, — ^proudly  welcomed  now. 
The  laural  wreath  encircling  every  brow, — 
Yet,  one  day,  when  God's  Bugle  in  mid-air 
Shall  somid  "  Attention ! "  he  too  shall  be  there ; 
At  that  last  roll-call,  "  Adstim  !  "  shall  reply. 
And  join  the  Gi-and  Encampment  in  the  sky  1 
His  work  was  done ;  he  had  not  reached  life's  noon ; 
He  died  too  soon,  you  think,  yet  not  too  soon. 
A  hero,  died,  who  might  have  lived  instead, 
To  die,  a  riddance,  in  an  old  man's  bed. 
Pea«e  to  your  ashes,  brave,  departed  ones  ! 
Sleep  well ;  though  now  the  sun  may  bleach  your  bones 
By  Mississippi's  stream,  or  down  beside 
Where  the  James  roUs  his  deep,  historic  tide, 
Our  hearts  go  out  and  up  to  you  to-day, 
And  bid  you  God-speed  on  your  heavenward  way ; 
And  fresh  and  green  your  memories  we  shall  keep, 
TiU  ours  to  sleep  the  same  mysterious  sleep  I 
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Thank  God  for  our  glorious,  gallant  dead ! 

On  history's  page  we  have  often  read 

Of  the  wondrous  deeds  of  those, 

"Who  at  famed  Thermopyl^  fought  and  fell, 

And  at  Marathon  struggled  long  and  well, — 

"Whose  story  the  grand  old  writers  tell, 

In  immortal  verse  and  prose. 

And  we  thought  that  the  age  was  forever  past, 
"When  spirits  so  noble  could  still  be  cast 

In  a  like  heroic  mould ; 
Alid  we  did  not  dream  that  here  and  thoro, 
Each  in  his  little  round  of  earo, 
Breathing  with  us  the  common  air, 
Were  youths,  whose  courage  to  do  and  dare. 

Occasion  might  unfold. 

We  have  read  in  old  books,  of  classic  groimd. 
And  have  longed  to  visit  and  linger  roimd — 

As  pilgrims  round  a  shrine— 
Each  famous  spot,  where,  in  days  gone  by. 
Proud  Greek  met  Greek  with  a  dauntless  eye, 
In  haughty  contempt  of  death,  to  die, 

With  au  impulse  that  seemed  divine. 

But  no  longer  we  need  to  gaze  afar, 
To  where  the  grim-visaged  god  of  war 

Hath  stalked  with  ponderous  tread. 
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On  the  hither  side  of  the  ocean  foam, 
Where  the  young  Columbia  hath  her  home, 
Sacred  indeed  hath  the  soil  become, 

With  the  graves  of  the  deathless  dead  I 

Let  the  Old  World  now  be  the  New  World's  guest. 
As  the  long  line  moves  from  East  to  West, 

In  procession  vast  and  grand 
Of  pilgrims  from  far  beyond  tlie  sea, 
Tn  this  favored  homo  of  the  brave  and  free, 
By  the  graves  of  martyrs  for  Liberty, 

In  reverent  awe  to  stand  1 

Inscribed  on  a  new-built  Arch  of  Fame, 
Shall  stand  forever  each  honored  name 

Of  that  imsclfish  throng ; 
And  the  unborn  miUions  shall  be  taught. 
What  deeds  sublime  these  heroes  wrought, 
And  how  with  patriot  zeal  they  fought. 

And  conquered  a  giant  wrong. 

And  of  that  proud  Arch,  the  white  keystone 
Shall  bear  the  shining  name  of  one, 

Whose  death  was  the  august  crown 
Of  the  sacrifices  a  nation  gave, 
In  a  perilous  hour,  its  h'fe  to  save  ;~ 
Sleep  well,  great  Chief,  in  thy  hallowed  grave. 

On  the  heights  of  the  world's  renown ! 
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Sleep  well,  O,  martyred  President ! 

The  dastard  blow  that  struck  thee  dead. 
New  lustre  on  thy  record  shed. 

And  wrought  thee  good,  where  ill  was  meant. 

Thou  hadst  the  plenitude  o£  fame. 

And  heart  of  friend  and  whilom  foe  ; 
There  seemed  no  higher  boon  below, 

Or  short  of  Heaven,  for 'thee  to  claim. 

So  all-symmetrio  thy  career, 

To  hve,  was  but  to  Jeopardize ; 
For  oft  would  busy  envy  rise, 

And  seek  excuse  to  carp  and  sneer. 

So,  like  a  fully  ripened  sheaf, 

The  reaper,  Death,  at  Grod's  command, 
Did  cut  thee  down  with  furtive  hand. 

And  all  the  world  was  plunged  in  gcief. 

O,  how  the  nation  wept  for  thee ! 
While  fast  in  sympathetic  flow 
Fell  strar^er  tears,  and  tones  of  woo 

Came  wafted  o'er  the  sobbing  sea. 

With  calmer  eyes  we  now  discern. 
In  this  event,  the  hand  of  God. 
We  place  thy  ashes  'neath  the  sod, 

And  shrine  thy  deeds  in  history's  urn. 
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Full  at  the  zenith  stood  thy  sun. 

Betokening  grateful  afternoon ; 

Tet  none  shall  deem  inopportune 
That  swift  eclipse  ;  thy  ■work  was  done  ! 

Now  let  us  turn  the  picture  round,  and  -view  the 

brighter  side, 
And  gather  as  v.'g  gaze,  some  food  for  pabiotic  pride. 
The  crisis  o'er,  our  country  lives ; — in  vigor  yet  sur- 


A  thousand-fold  more  dear  for  a.U  those  consecrated 
lives. 

Four  years — four  pregnant  years  have  passed,  since 

war  was  first  begun ; — 
The  mightiest  war  that  ever  yet  was  waged  beneath 

the  sun ; — 
And  every  Independence  Day,  as  year  succeeded 

year. 
Still  found  within  our  anxious  hearts  alternate  hope 

and  fear. 

But,  God  be   praised,  the   scene  is  changed ;  the 

elouils  have  roUed  away  ; 
'Tis  ours  to  hail  the  dawning  of  a  more  auspicious 

day; 
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The  atmosphere  is  purer  far,— the  nation  smiles 

again, 
Antl  Peace  o'er  all  the  fair  expanse  reaiimes  her  gLid 

domain. 

Our   "erring  sisters"   have   come  back,— at   least 

they  say  they're  coming ; 
The  busy  wheels  of  enterprise   on   every  side  are 

humming ; 
The  boys  come  home  to  breathe  the  northern  air  so 

fresli  and  balmy, 
And  eacli  one  stmts,  and  brags  about—"  When  I 

was  in  the  army!" 

The  contrabands  are  freemen  all ;  it  seems  so  sti-ange 

and  new, 
The  situation  puzzles  them ;  they  don't  know  what 

to  do : 
But  let  them  all  lay  down  to-day  the  shovel  and  the 

hoe, 
And  shout  and  sing,  "  De  kingdom's  come,  an'  de 
year  ob  Jnbilo ! " 

The  rebel  States  come  back  so  fast,  for  re-admission 

asking, 
The  powers  of  the  Pi-esident  they're  greatly  over- 
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But  let  each  wandering  star  ones  more  upon  our 

banner  shine : 
To  err  is  human,  it  is  said; — but  to  forgive,  divine. 

But   as  for  "Jeff,"  the  head  and  front  of  ali  the 

wicked  plan, 
I'll  e'en  express  my  sentiments  as  mildly  as  I  can. 
I  tnow  you'll  think  me  too  severe  ;  I  know  I  shall 


And  yet    I  vow  and  do  declare— -iS/w  oiigM  to  he 


And  there's  our  old  friend,  Johnny  BuU ;  my  recol- 
lection's dim, 

Or  else  the  Yankee  nation  owes  a  trifling  debt  to  him. 

Tlie  poor  old  fellow  has  the  blues,  and  bitterly  des- 
ponds. 

And  gets  no  interest,  now-a-days,  on  those  Confed- 
erate bonds ! 

And  there's  the  Third  Napoleon,  and  the  Sovereign 

Castilian ; 
And  there's  the  new-fledged  Emperor,  tJie  Ai-ehdnke 

Masimilian ; 
Some  doctrine  we'll  expound  to  them— they  call  it 

"  the  Monroe,"- — 
Unless  they  very  shortly  take  French  leave  of  Mexico! 
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We  have  some  little  tubs  afloatj  and  now  and  then 

a  gun, 
And  boys  enougli,  both  north  and  south,  who'd  like 

to  see  the  fun  ; 
And  Monteznma's  halla,  methinks,  will  witness  quite 

a  scare, 
When  cook-stoves  from  Connecticut  come  hissing 

through  the  air ! 

I  tell  yon  what :  I  do  believe  this  mighty  Yankee 
nation, 

When  once  it  gets  its  "dander"  up,  can  whip  the 
whole  creation; 

And  since  our  family  quarfel's  done,  and  things  are 
quiet  now, 

If  people  don't  behave  themselves,  there'U  be  a  pre- 
cious row ! 

But  I  must  stop  my  Pegasus,  before  he  does  his 

worst ; — 
He  gets  so  full  of  patriotism,  I  feai'  the  nag  wiH 

burst  ;— 
He  wants  to  give  a  toast  or  two,  and  then  his  story's 

told; 
It's  time  to  close  ;  for  I  suspect  the  dinner's  getting 

cold. 


,1  Google 


250  POEMS. 

Then  here's  to  Grant,  and  Sheridan,  and  Fai-ragnt, 
and  Sherman ; 

The  Yankee  boje,  the  Irish  boys,  the  steady,  fear- 
less German ; 

And  all  the  gallant  officers,  and  all  the  noble  men, 

Who  fought  the  fight ;  what  land  shall  look  upon 
their  like  again! 

Long  life,  and  health,  and  every  good,  be  theirs  in 

bounteous  store, 
XiU  they  shall  join  their  comrades  upon  Jordan's 

farther  shore ; 
And  when  the  soil  of  centuries  upon  their  graves  is 


Still  may  the  grateful  generations  rise  to  call  them 
blest ! 

And  now,  to  glorious  Uncle  Sam,  let's  give  a  rous- 
ing cheer ! 

The  dear  old  Patriarch  has  reached  almost  his  nine- 
tieth year. 

Let  every  heart  and  tongue  unite  to  give  the  toast 

And  join  each  voice  with  mine  :  Hip  !  hip !  Hurra ! 
Hurra !  I  Hurra  ! ! ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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BEAD  ON  THE  OCCASION  OF  HON.  AND  MRS,  WH.  D.  BISHOP  8 
CBYSTAL  WEDDING,  BRLDGEPOET,  OT.,  OCT,  20,  1865. 

["Our  tokens  of  compliment  and  love  are  for  the  most  part 
barbarous.  The  only  gift  ia  a  portioa  of  thyself.  Thou  must 
bleed  for  me.  Therefore  the  poet  brings  his  poem ;  the  shep- 
herd, his  lamb  ;  the  minor,  a  gem  ;  the  sailor,  coral  and  pearls  ; 
the  painter,  his  piotnre ;  the  girl,  a  handkerchief  of  her  own  sew- 
ing."— Balph  Waldo  Mnerstm.} 

O  GENTLE  muse !  who  deignest  oft  thy  presence  to 
bestow, 

Where  Hymen  celebrates  his  rites,  and  Cupid  bends 
his  bow ; 

Descend  and  hnger  here  awhile,  thy  grateful  in- 
fluence shedding, 

To  give  this  glad  occasion  voice,  and  grace  our  Crj's- 
tal  Wedding. 

No  crystal  offering  I  might  bring,  could  hold  the 
least  compare 

With  those  we  witness  here  displayed,  so  tasteful 
and  so  rare ; 

Be  mine,  instead,  to  shape  the  thought  which  ani- 
mates the  throng. 

And  bring  it  hither,  wrought  in  verse,  and  crystalized 
in  song. 
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The  Crystal  "Wedding !  fitting  theme  for  poet's  glad- 
some rhyme  ; 

Bright  spot  upon  the  bordeis  of  the  rapid  stream  of 
time. 

"What  memories  and  what  hopes  surround  this  point 
upon  life's  way. 

Betwixt  the  veiled  To-morrow,  and  the  beauteous 
Yesterday ! 

'Twaa  Hope  that  crowned  the  nuptial  hour,  when 

first  the  wedded  pair 
Set  forth  together,  hand  in  hand,  the  yast  Untried 

to  share ; 
Now  Memory  too  attends  the  feast,  with  gladness  ia 

her  mien. 
And  lends  new  interest  to  the  time,  new  beautj'  to 

the  scene. 

'Twas  fifteen  years  ago  to-night,  the  mystic  knot 

was  tied, 
Which  bound  in  holy  wedlock,  the  bridegroom  and 

his  bride ; 
And  some  were  there,  who  now  are  here,  and  some 

in  death  lie  low. 
Who  bade  the  happy  pair  Godspeed,  but   fifteen 

years  ago  I 
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And  some  are  hero  who  were  not  there, — for  so  th,6 

world  wags  on ; 
New  friendships,  and  new  ties  are  forming  ever  and 

anon; 
And  some  new  comers  I  perceive,  of  tender  ages 

rather, — 
The  eldest  is'nt  yet  fifteen  ; — they  all  look  like  their 

father  I 
The  bride  and  groom  betray  no  serious  ravages  of 

time ; 
Of,nianhood,  and  of  womanhood,  they  scarcely  reach 

the  prime  ; 
And  yet  for  them  so  prosperously  Hfe's  fickle  stream 

hath  rmi, 
The  prizes  most  can  never  win,  already  they  have  won. 

Tor  he,  in  legislative  halls,  hath  mingled  with  the 

great, 
And  aided  to  administer  the  grand  affairs  of  State, 
And  much  goods  hath  laid  up  in  store  since  wedded 

life  began, 
And  is  a  Eailroad  President,  and  was — an  Alderman  ! 

And  she  hath  lent  the  magic  charm  of  beauty  and  of 

grace 
To  many  a  proud  assemblage,  and  many  an  honored 

place. 
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And  been  a  ready  helpmeet  imto  him  in  life's  en- 
deavor. 

And  greets  us  now,  a  courtly  dame,  and  handsomer 
than  ever ! 

Fifteen  years  wedded  ;  no  divorce  ;  no  "  spats  ;  "  no 

shattered  nerves ; 
No  jars — except  that  harmless  kind,  for  pickles  and 

preserves  ; — 
Bright  children  ;  very  pleasant  home,  and  weU-to-do 

in  life ; — 
'Tis  weU ;  I  yield  assent,  and  do  pronounce  them 

man  and  wife. 

(I  tell  you  iu  parenthesis,  this  ceremony's  bind- 
mg. 

I  know  fuU  well  that  latterly,  there  has  been  much 
fault-finding, 

Because  ambitious  laymen  played  the  deuce  in  one 
or  two  setts, 

But  I  was  made  a  Justice,  when  I  lived  in  Massa- 
chusetts.) 

Now  here's  a  health,  twico-wedded  pair,  to  you  and 

yours  we  proffer ; 
Life's  bounties  may  you  richly  share,  in   basket, 

store  and  coffer ; 
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No  crystal  gift  that  sparkles  here,  but  silently  re- 


Tlie  hearty  benediction   I  -would    fain    repeat    in 
verses. 

And  when  the  years— a  decade  more— have  swiftly 

passed  away, 
And  time  perchance  hath  silvered  o'er  your  brows 

with  lines  of  gray  ; 
Though  weeping  friends  o'er  many  a  tomb,  tears 

meantime  shall  be  shedding, 
MaJ'  it  be  yours,  as  bride  and  groom,  to  keep  your 

silver  wedding ! 

Nay — rarer  chance  to  mortal  lot — stiU  let  the  wish 

be  spoken. 
May  the  silver  cord  be  loosed  not,  nor  the  golden 

bowl  be  broken, 
Ere   at  life's   even  you  shall    stand,   inspired    by 

memories  olden. 
To  join  each  faithful  hand  with  hand,  in  nuptials 

that  are  golden ! 

And  finally,  we  wish  you  all  the  joys  vouchsafed  to 

mortals ; 
May  the  shades  of  hfe   unfrequent   fall   on   these 

domestic  portals ; 
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May  every  tongue  your  deeds  extol ;   may  friends 

proYe  true  and  stable. 
And   Heayen  grant  you   numerous   olive-branehos 

round  jour  table  I 

And  when  the  promised  Bridegroom  comes,  O  may 

we  all  behold 
The  crystal  stream,  the  silver  thrones,  the  city  of 

pure  gold ; 
And  join  that  august,  shining  throng,  before  the 

Great  I  AM, 
To  celebrate  eternally  the  Man-iage  of  the  Lamb ! 
S.  B.  S. 
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DEUVERED    AT    THE    RE-UNION    OF    THE    FOBTY-NINTH 

IffiGIMENT,    MASSACHUSETTS  VOLDNTBEKS,  AT   PITre- 

FIEU),    MASS.,   MAY  21,    1867. 

How  strange  a  thing  is  momory :  as  I  gaze 
This  night  on  comrades  of  those  fruitful  days, 
When  armed  cohorts  thronged  on  every  hand. 
And  war's  alarms  and  thunders  shook  the  land ; 
I  am  not  here,— but  backward,  far  away, 
My  inmost  thoughts  and  recollections  stray, 
And  bygone  scenes  are  passing  in  review, 
"Which,  haply,  I  may  reproduce  to  you. 

And  first,  Camp  Eriggs*  attracts  my  gaze ;  the  spot 

■whereto  we  rallied, 
When  forth  from  peaceful  hearths  and  homes,  as  raw 

recruits  we  sallied ; 
When,  having  stumped  the  county  o'er,  for  men  to 

aid  the  nation. 
We  undertook  the  rudiments  of  martial  education. 


•  Gamp  Bri^a,  Pittsfield,  bo  named  in  honor  of  Brigadier- 
General  H.  S.  Brigga. 
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And  first,  there  came  the  "  Allen  Guard,"*  with  Cap- 
tain Israel  Weller,^ — ■ 

A  whilom  three-months  sergeant,  and  a  funny,  wholo- 
souled/eHer ; 

With  Clark  and  Francis  for  his  aids,  he  fired  the 
opening  gim, 

And  straightway  boldly  issued  "  General  Order 
Number  One ! " 

Then  Garhck,  Plimkett,  Sumner,  Train  and  Morey 

followed  fast ; 
Then  Parker,  Sliannon,  Eennie ;  and  then  "Weston 

came  the  last ; 
And  so,  ten  goodly  companies  encamped  upon  the 

green, 
"While  tents  and  shanties  multiphed,  enlivening  all 

the  scene. 

O  then  'twas  drum-beat,  morn  and  night,  and  tramp 

tramp,  all  the  day, 
And  not  a  Kttle  arduous  toil,  and  very  little  play  ; 


•  The  "  Allen  Gnai^d,"  a  militia  eompajiy  in  Pittsfield,  namoa 
after  Hon.  Ttom&s  Allen,  who  liaii  contribnted  largely  to  its 
oi^anizatioii  and  support,  was  the  first  company  of  the  Forty- 
ninth  to  go  into  camp.  It  establisliod  itself  at  Camp  Brigga  on 
Sunday,  Soptembar  7,  1862,  which  was  the  day  when  the  Thivty- 
eeventh  Eegiment  left  it  for  the  seat  of  war. 
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Tho  boys  complained  of  homesickness  ;^the  disci- 
pline seemed  hard ; 

And  ever  and  anon,  at  night,  the  rascals  ran  tlio 
guard. 

What  stunning  dress-parades  we  had,  at  every  close 

of  day, 
When  all  the  Pittsfield  gentry  came  to  witness  the 

display  ; 
When  Captain  Wellerput  us  through  the  exercises  fine, 
And  "  K.  B.  Noble,  Adjutant,"  went  strutting  down 

the  line ! 

And  then,  what  everlasting  drills,  and  marches  up 

and  down. 
Eliciting  the  compliments  of  all  the  belles  in  town ; 
And  as  we  marched  in  column  on,  about  a  score 

abreast, 
Good  Lord !  how  Plunkett's  towering  form  loomed 

up  above  the  rest !  * 

Pete  Springsteent  served  the  rations  round,  accord- 
ing to  our  means. 

'  Tiie  rorty-ninth.  was  linown  wherByer  it  went  as  "  the  regi- 
ment with  tlie  tall  major."  Major  Plnnkett  was  six  feet  eis  ia 
his  imifonii. 

t  Peter  Spriogeteen,  -whilom  landlord  of  the  United  States 
Hotel,  Pittsfiold,  furnieliad  rations  for  oiEcers  and  men,  -when  the 
camp  was  first  established,  and  ocpompanied  the  regiment  South 
as  its  sutler- 
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The  beefsteal:  was  exceeding  good,  and  ete  the  porb 

and  beans. 
Our  appetites  Tvere  glorious,  and  we  minded  not  tlie 

odds, 
And  quaffed  our  coffee  piping  hot ;  'twould  kill  at 

forty  rods ! 

Of  Pittsfield  hospitality,  I  hardly  need  remind ; — 

This  grand  old  town,  whose  people  were  so  generous 
and  kind ; 

Wliere  many  a  mansion,  with  the  warmth  of  wel- 
come, was  aglow, 

As,  through  the  "  witching  honrs,"  we  tripped  "  the 
light  fantastic  toe." 


And  here,  the  pensive  muse  would  pause. 

to  deplore 
The  death  of  Sarah  Morewood,  who  shall  greet  us 

here  no  more. 
Deep  on  the  white  entablature  of  memory,  wo  record 
Her  virtues,  yieldii^  now,  wo  trust,  exceeding  rich 

reward.* 

*  Mrs.  Sarali  A.  Morewood,  late  of  Pittsfield,  now  doeeasod, 
was  a  lady  of  ample  means,  and  proportionate  generositj.  Tho 
Thirty-first  and  Tiiirty-seYeiitli  Begiments  while  encamped  at 
Pittsdoia  had  received  many  favors  at  her  lianda,  hut  the  Porty- 
niubk  were  espocially  indebted  to  her  for  many  acta  of  kindnesa 
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At  first,  the  clear  October  days  were  mild  and  warm 

But,  by-and-bye,  the  nights  grew  cold,  and  winds 
blew  chill  and  rough ; 

The  guard-house  was  a  populous  and  thriving  insti- 
tution, 

,Ajid  all  the  whilo  our  rank  and  file  betrayed  a  dimi- 
nution, 

Wg  shall  not  soon  forget  the  day,  when  orders  came 

to  leave, — 
To  pack   all  up  for  Worcester,  and  go  that  very 

eve. 
Our  tents  were  struck,  our  knapsacks  sluag,^and 

then, — lo,  and  behold,- — 
Our  train  came  not,  and  there  we  stood,  a'  shivering 

in  the  cold ! 

On  th'  horrors  of  that  dreadful  night,  I  need  not  here 

to  dwell, — 
The  men  were   aU   disgusted,   and   the   officers   as 

well ; 


and  attention.  Before  liiaving  Pittsflelii  erety  offleor  was  pre- 
eented  by  her  -with  a  portfolio  with  writing  materials,  in  oon- 
veniettt  form  for  camp  use,  and  also  a  copy  of  the  Scriptures,  und 
a  nnmber  of  raisoellaneous  books.  Tlie  whole  regiment  was  the 
recipient  of  lier  tospitaiity  on  many  occasions,  at  Pittsfield,  and 
wliile  in  barracks  in  New  lork,  and  in  oamp  on  Long  Island. 
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But,  what  with  show  of  coffee  and  refreshments, 

brought  from  town, 
And  sharing  with  the  men  the  "gloom,"  ws  kept 

their  temper  down. 

The  welcome  morning  dawned  at  last ;  the  tardy 

train  arrived ; 
We  gave  Camp  Briggs  a  parting  cheer ;  our  spirits 

quite  revived ; 
With  many  a  benediction  from  many  an  anxious 

friend, 
Away  we  sped : — and  so  I  bring  this  chapter  to  an 

end. 

And  now,  at  Camp  Wool,  Worcester,  we  tarried  for 
awhile. 

We  came  at  night,  atid  travel-worn  for  many  a  wea^ 
ry  mde. 

That  snow-storm  you'll  remember,  and  the  wintiy 
winds  that  blew. 

And  the  hospitable  snow-drifts  that  we  had  to  stum- 
ble through. 

But  the  commodious  barracks,  and  the  host  of  gen- 
erous friends 

We  found  down  there  in  Worcester,  soon  made 
complete  amends ; 
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The  drilliag-groirnds  were  Bpacious,  and  the  winda 

began  to  lull ; 
Oh !  after  traveling  farther,  we  sighed  for  old  Camp 

Wool! 
And  Colonel  Ward,*  who  held  command,  and  after- 
wards who  died 
A  hero'a  death,  we  here  recall  with  sorrow,  yet  with 

pride. 
A  eonrteous  gentleman  was  he  ;  a  soldier  true  and 

brave ; 
Long  let  memorial  Howers  bloom  above  hia  honored 

grave ! 
And  here  it  was  we  oi^anized ;  and  for  our  leader 

chose 
A  private  at  the  war's  outbreak — aGeneral  at  its  close. 
He  needs  no  cheap  insignia  now — of  eagles,  or  of 

stars, — 
His  biidges  of  nobility  ai-e  honorable  scars.t 


•  Colonel  George  Ward  eommanded  tlio  oamp  at  ^ 
when  the  Forty-nmth  arrived.  Tlie  Fiftj-first  MasBaohiisettB 
Hegiment  was  tdso  there.  Colonel  Ward  tad  been  in  actiye  ser- 
vioe,  and  the  artificial  leg  which  he  wore  testified  that  he  had 
been  to  the  front.  He  afterwards  returned  to  active  duty,  and 
oventnally  fell  in  battle. 

f  Major-General  Bartlett  was  in  the  Junior  Class  at  Harvard 
when  the  war  broke  out.  He  enlisted  as  a  private  for  the  three 
months'  campaign  ;  then  he  became  Captain  in  the  Twentieth 
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The  "  Bay  State  "*  was  a  famous  place  for  sociable 

resort, 
Where  Captain  Shannon  fcooli:  by  storm  the  grand 

Piano  Forte ; 
Where  Weller  improvised  the  dsince,  and  Doctor 

Eice  grew  mellow. 
And  spun  his  jams,  which  made  him  out— a  devH 

of  a  fellow ! 

MassacJmaetts,  and  waa  acting  muot  of  the  time  wliile  ia  ttat 
regiment  as  I'ieM  OfBcer,  At  the  battle  of  Ball's  BluS  lie  showed 
great  bravery  and  skill,  amd  aueceeded  in  bringing  off  from  tbe 
field  a  email  remnant  of  his  men,  croasing  the  river  himself  in 
the  last  boat,  after  seeing  Ms  command  safely  out  of  tho  clutehea 
of  the  enemy.  'WhilB  before  Yorktown  he  received  a  wound  in 
his  leg,  requiring  ampntation  above  the  inee.  Subsequontly  he 
Wfts  appointed  Commandant  of  the  post  at  Camp  Brigga,  and 
althon^^h  an  entire  stranger  to  the  oacers  of  the  Forty-mnth,  so 
fiivorahly  impressed  them,  that  they  chose  Mm  as  their  ColoneL 
He  sewed  with  the  tegimenfi  and  was  severely  wounded  in  the 
attack  on  Port  Hudson,  May  27,  1363.  After  the  Porty-nicth 
■was  mustered  out,  he  became  Colonel  of  the  Fifty-seventh,  and 
served  under  Grant  in  the  long  nampaign  of  1864-5  against  Eich- 
mond.  He  was  mounded  at  the  battle  of  the  Wilderness,  and  for 
his  bravery  promoted  to  be  Brigadior-Qeneral.  At  the  attack  on 
Petersbu:gli,  at  the  time  of  the  eiplosion  of  tie  mine,  General 
Bartlett  waa  captured,  and  was  a  prisoner  ia  the  hands  of  the 
enemy  for  some  time.  At  the  close  of  the  war.  lie  was  brevetted 
H  MajorJjeneral,  at  the  age  of  twenty-five,  a  most  merited  com- 
pliment, most  fitly  bestowed  at  the  termination  of  so  remarkable 
and  brilliant  a  career.  He  has  since  died  of  diseases  contracted 
in  the  service. 

•  The  Bay  State  Hotel,  Woroeatei,  was  the  place  where  wa 
■went  occasionally  to  get  a  "square  meal,"  and  have  asooial  time. 


,1  Google 


The  ladies  came  in  troops,  to  do  our  necessary  stitch- 
ing, 

To  glad  us  with  their  charming  smiles,  and  manners 
so  bemtching ; 

In  truth  I  deem  it  very  sui^e,  had  we  much  longer 
tarried, 

Each  bachelor  would  then  and  there  have  been  de- 
coyed and  manied ! 

But  orders  came  to  move  again ; — again  we  watched 
-in  vain 

Prom  day  to  day,  the  coming  of  the  transportation 
ti'ain ; 

We  Hngered  through  Thanksgiving,  and  were  hap- 
pily surprised 

By  dinners  which  those  same  dear  creatures  quickly 
improvised. 

Next  day  we  took  the  Norwich  cars,  and  then  the 

"  Commodore," 
A  steamboat  staunch,  -which  bore  us  straight  to  old 

Manhattan's  shore ; 
And  so,  one  drizzly  morning,  fatigiied  and  hungered 

all— 
We  sti-etched  our  Hne  across  the  Park,  before  the 

City  Hall. 
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The  barracks  up  in  Franldiu  street,  tecame  our  next 

resort, — 
A  plaeo  to  study  insect-life  of  every  phase  and  sort ; 
Wg  tanied  but  a  week  or  ao— but  plenty  long  enough ; 
The  best  accommodations  there— to  draw  it  mild— 

were  "  rough." 
Behold  us  on  Loi^  Island  next,  at  Union  Course  en- 
camped ; 
The  ground  was  wet,  and  so  our  feet  and  ardor  both 

were  damped ; 
However,  we  contrived  to  live  and  ilouriah  passing 

well, 
For  Hiram  Woodruff's  was  hard  by,  and  Snedeker's 

Hotel. 
And  here  it  was  we  lingered  on  for  quite  a  length  of 

time, 
And  many  a  day  experienced  the  roughness  of  the 

clime  ; 
At  East  New  York  we  had  a  row,  the  Sutler  grew  so 

mean. 
The  boys  confiscated  his  goods,  and  smashed  up  his 

machine.* 

•  The  dlnsion  here  is  by  no  means  to  our  old  friend  Spring- 
Bteea,  but  to  tlio  rascal  wlio  contracted  to  feed  the  troops  on  Long 
Island  by  Hie  job,  and  served  the  hoys  with  rations  of  randd  pork 
and  beef,  tliat  were  "an  mfringement  of  Goodyear's  patent  for 
VulcaniEed  Bubber." 
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But,  by-amd-by,  they  placed  our  boys, — their  com- 
fort to  mcrease, — 

"Where  trotting  nags  had  quartered  in  tlie  piping 
times  of  peace  ;* 

And  here  we  stayed,  and  here  we  drilled,  and  kept 
our  snug  abode, 

And  marched  our  soldiers  back  and  forth,  along  the 
smooth  plank  road. 

And  now,  a  large  detachment  was  assigned  for  pro- 
vost work, 

In  picking  up  deserters  in  the  City  of  New 
York. 

Our  boys  resoWed  themselves  into  a  Vigilance  Com- 
mittee, 

To  watch  that  mythic  "  Elephant,"  that  stalks  about 
the  city. 

At  lei^th  there  came  an  order,  to  our  most  unfeign- 
ed joy. 

To  embark  our  troops  for  Dixie,  on  the  steamer  "  II- 
linoia ;" 

'  The  bairaoia  in  the  rear  of  Snedeker's  Hotel,  consisted  of  tto 
Btalis  which  had  been  used  for  trotting  horses,  in  connection  with 
the  races  at  Union  Course.  The  names  of  many  celebrated  nags 
■were  posted  up  in  the  staUs  which  they  had  respectively  ooou- 
pied ;  and  the  use  to  which  these  accommodations  had  come  to  be 
appropriated,  was  matter  of  considerable  remark  and  merriment 
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We  set  sail  in  high  feather,— but,  arrived  off  Sandy 

Hook, 
A  feehng  slightly  singular  our  senses  overtook. 

A  disposition  seized  ub,  to  keep  the  vessel's  side, 

And  cease  our  conversation,  and  only  watch  the 
tide. 

We  found  some  strange  attraction  the  briny  surge 
beneath, 

And  many  a  mouth  was  wido  agape, — and  Chai'he 
lost  his  teeth ! 

And  when  we  reached  Cape  Hatteras,  our  symptoms 
were  redoubled. 

And  many  a  feUow's  diaphragm  with  dreadful  qualms 
was  troubled ; 

O  ever  since,  when  I  desire  my  veriest  foe  to  be 

"With  heaviest  penance  visited,  I  wish  him  out  at 
seal 

"We  gained  at  length  the  South-west  Pass,  of  Missis- 
sippi's stream. 

And  once  more,  of  smooth  waters  and  green  fields, 
began  to  dream  ; 

But  our  voyage  seemed  prosecuted  beneath  a  luck- 
less star, 

And  our  ship  was  over-freighted,  and  we  couldn't 
cross  Ihe  bar. 
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We  telegraphed  to  New  Orleans,  and  soon  with  joy 

espied 
The  Yankee  boat,   "Kew  Bnmawiclc,"   at   Mchor 

alongside. 
She  bore  ub  up  the  river,  and  beneath  the  clear 

moon's  light, 
Louisiana's  sacred  soil  regaled  our  gladdened  sight. 

Next  morning,  as  we  trod  the  deck,  with  interested 

eye. 
We  gazed  on  fine  plantations,  as  we  swiftly  floated 

by. 
The  sweet  abodes  of  peace  they  seemed,  nor  could 

■we,  from  afar, 
Discern  as  yet  the  havoc  wi-ought  by   fratricidal 

war. 
And  now,  npbome  in  heaven,  the  Day-king  held  his 

throne, 
And  in  the  glorious  aunhght,  a  hundred  steeples 

shone. 
There  sat  the  Crescent  City  on  the  river's  eastern 

shore, 
O  how  unlike  the  City  it  had  been  in  days  before  ! 

lis  levees  all  unoccupied  for  miles  along,  save  where 
A  federal  transport  lay  in  wait  for  orders,  here  and 
there ; 
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WMle  in  mid-stream  the  gunboats  lay,  with  ever 
threat'ning  frown. 

And  iron  fingers  pointing  towards  the  proud  but  con- 
quered town. 

And  here  we  ate  fresli  oranges,  and,  after  noon 
sailed  on, 

A  few  miles  up  the  liver,  to  encamp  at  Carrol- 
ton, — 

A  place,  by  no  means  such  as  tliat  for  which  our 
hopes  were  looting. 

The  most  attractive  thing  to  us,  was  Madame 
Schraeder's  cookii^. 

But  here  we  met  the  Thirty-first ;  and  glad  enough 

■were  they 
To  welcome  us,  so  lately  come  from  Berkshire  homes 

away; 
And  many  a  spot  we  talked  about,  where  we  would 

hke  to  peep  in. 
Of  dinners  that  we  used  to  eat,  and  bods  we  used  to 

sleep  in. 

We  took  some  trips  to  New  Orlean:   along  about 

those  days. 
And  studied  its  geography,  and  learned  its  devious 
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And  dined  at  tho  St.  Charles  Hotel,  and  looked  at 

octoroons, 
But,  others  having  been  and  gone,  wo  brought  away 

no  spoons. 

For  Baton  Eouge  we  started  next,— the  night  was 
chill  and  dai-k, 

It  took  us  until  past  midnight,  onr  baggage  to  em- 
bark; 

The  Hajor's  horse  fell  overboard ;  we  bivouacked 
on  the  shore, 

A'nd  the  Colonel  vowed  those  cook-stoves  should 
encumber  us  no  more ! 

We  iloated  up  the  river  all  the  foUowmg  day  and 

night. 
Till  we  saw  afar  the  State  House,  with  its  massive 

walls  of  white ; 
And  the  Hospital  we  wot  of,  and  the  Arsenal,  all 


Along  the  river's  eastern  shore,  the  noble  stream 
commanding. 

And  here  we  iomed  the  Pirst  Br^ade,  in  Augur's 

famed  Division, 
And  carried  on  our  strict  routine  -with  order  and 

precision ; 
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Aud  liere,  I  recollect,  we  all  financially  were  husted. 
But  Train  and  Morey  eame   across  some   sutlers 
there,  who  trusted ! 

And  here,  until  the  fourteenth  day  of  March,  we  lay 

at  ease, 
"When  General  Banks  conceived  a  plan,  with  force 

and  arms  to  seize 
The  stronghold  of  Port  Hudson  ; — but  here  let  the 

Muses  rest, 
I'll  sing  that  olden  ballad ;  it  will  aid  our  memories 

best.  

THE  PASSAGE   OF  THE  MONTESfflO  * 

Banks,  of  Shenandoah  fame. 

By  tlie  Crescent  City  swore 
That  Port  Hudson,  on  the  river. 

Should  defy  his  might  no  more. 

*  Tlds  ballad,  "  The  Passage  of  the  Montesino,"  was  written  at 
the  time,  and  on  the  spot,  and  eontains  sdntiUationa  of  more  than 
one  geniuB.  Several  offloers  lad  a  hand  in  its  production.  In 
fact,  nearly  half  of  it  was  written  befoire  we  were  iavited  to  taka  a 
share  in  the  intellectual  effort  necessary  for  its  completion.  The 
Eovoral  antliors  would  prefer  not  to  publish  their  names,  but  we 
are  bound  to  state  that  the  regiment  could  boast  a  good  deal  of 
undeveloped  poetical  talent.  The  ballad  was  read  by  a  great 
many  within  and  without  the  regiment  at  tlie  time  it  was  written, 
and  we  are  glad  to  put  it  in  shape  for  preservation,  after  elimi- 
nating some  looal  allusions  and  hit%  the  printing  of  whioh  would 
be  matter  of  doubtful  propriety. 
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By  the  Crescent  City  swore  it, 

And  sent  -without  delay, 
An  order  to  his  Chief  of  Staff, 

To  STiramon  his  array. 
He  summoned  to  him  Parragut, 

And  gave  him  orders  sealed  ; 
Then,  girding  on  his  armor, 

With  his  staff  he  took  the  field. 

Attend  ye  to  the  story, 

Which  I  will  now  relate ; 
It  happened  in  the  Lowlands 
Of  Louisiana  State. 
'Twas  on  a  cool  March  morning, 
When  we  our  steeds  bestrode  ; 
And,  just  as  day  was  dawning, 
Struck  the  Eayou  Sara  road.* 

We  crossed  the  Montesino 

By  planli  bridge,  and  pontoon ; 

And  halted  for  the  bivouac, 
Some  three  houi-s  after  noon.t 


•  The  roBd  leadii^  out  of  Baton  ISouge,  &ortherly  towards  Port 
Hudson,  aome  twenty-fire  miles  distant. 

t  The  Bayou  Montesino  is  a  small  stream  or  creek,  ahont  mix 
miles  north  of  Baton  Bouge.  The  place  wheie  we  "halted  ior 
the  bivouac  "  is  some  miles  further  north . 
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We  plucked  the  rails  ft-om  off  the  fence — 
Of  boards  there  were  but  few,^ — 

And  spread  our  scanty  shelter  tents, 
To  shield  us  from  the  dew. 

The  air  was  filled  with  squeal  of  pigs, 

And  cackle  of  the  geese  ; 
While  stalwart  oxen  lost  their  hides, 

And  simple  Iambs,  their  fleece.* 

And  now  the  night  was  falling, 

Soon  rose  the  evening  star ; 
And  through  the  deepening  twilight. 

Gleamed  camp-flres  from  afar. 

But  hark !  what  noise  arises ! 

This  night  we  sleep  no  more ; 
Tor  the  tide  of  battle  surges 

Ou  Mississippi's  shore !  f 

•The  "gobbling  "done  by  our  mea  on  that  eipeditioa, -was 
something  tremendous.  It  was  strictly  forbidden  in  orders  from 
Headquarters ;  but  Iningei-  knows  no  law,  and  officers  were  obliged 
to  wink  at  some  depredations  upon  private  property  in  the  ene- 
my's oountry,  OBpeciallj  as  an  ocoaBional  rare  bit  thereby  found 
its  way  into  their  own  mesa. 

f  There  was  heavy  cannonading  during  tho  night,  as  Parragut 
was  attempting  to  pass  the  batterieson  the  river,  and  did  succeed 
in  passing  Port  Hudson  with  the  Flagship  Hartford,  and  the  Al- 
hatross.  The  head  of  our  column  was  also  near  enough  to  Port 
Hudson  to  make  some  demonsirationon  land,  and  divertaamuch 
as  possible  the  attention  of  the  enemy  from  Facragut's  operations. 
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And  now,  an  aide  from  Cliapin,— 

The  Driller  of  Brigades—* 
An  order  brings  to  form  the  line 

In  haste,  without  parades. 

Upon  his  own  black  stalhon 

Sat  the  gallant  Brigadier  ; 
And  he  called  to  him  the  Colonel, 

And  he  whispered  in  his  ear  ; 
"  Our  army  has  attacked  the  Fort, 

And  been  repulsed ; " — they  say— 
"  In  haste  o'ertakc  the  Forty-eighth, f 

And  homeward  lead  the  way ! " 

The  bivouac  of  our  brigade  was  probably  three  miles  east  from 
the  river,  and  some  miloa  eoutb  from  the  outer  line  of  fortifioa- 
liona  of  Port  Hudson.  Tbe  esplosion  of  oar  gunboat,  Mississippi, 
on  the  river,  lighted  ap  out  camp  with  the  glare  of  d.ij ;  and  tiie 
report,  which  was  not  heard  Tuntil  the  lapse  of  a  minute,  aa  it 
seemed,  was  terrific.  This  was  about  three  o'clock  in.  the  morn- 
ing, and  an  order  coming  nearly  simultaneously,  to  fall  in,  and 
march  baok  the  way  we  came,  created  a  temporary  panic  which 
is  cursorily  described  in  the  verses  which  foOow. 

*  Colonel  Chapin,  of  the  One  Hundred  and  Sixteenth  New  Yort, 
Commander  of  our  brigade ;  and,  as  is  hinted,  an  inveterate  drill- 
er thereof.  He  was  a  brave  and  faithful  ofScer,  and  was  killed 
at  the  sforming  of  Tort  Hudson,  on  the  27th  of  May.  President 
Lincoln  appointed  him  Brigadier-General,  of  date  the  day  of  hia 
death. 

■f  The  Forty-eighth  Massachusetts  ;  which,  together  with  the 
One  Hundred  and  Sisteenth  New  York,  Twenty-first  Maine,  and 
our  own  regiment,  constituted  our  brigade. 
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Tlie  road  is  blocked  with  t 

The  darkness  settles  down  ; 
But  swiftly  marched  the  PoitTY-NiSTH, 

In  silence  back  to  town. 

The  FoKTY-KiNTH  marched  swiftly ; 

But  swifter  far  than  they, 
Beneath  their  feet,  the  Forty- eiglitli 

Let  no  grass  grow,  that  day. 

Their  Colonel  had  been  ordered 
By  General  Banks,  they  say — 

To  hold  the  Montesino, 
And  keep  the  foe  at  bay. 

The  Bayou  Montesino  reached. 
No  foe  was  there  discovered ; 

And  silence  was  the  deity, 
That  o'er  the  valley  hovered. 

Ah,  then,  the  gallant  Forty-eighth 

Did  mighty  deeds  of  valor ; 
And  courage  on  eaeh  comitensinee. 

Assumed  the  place  of  pallor. 

And  now  their  Colonel,  homeward  bent— 
Their  manly  zeal  arouses; 
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"  Press  on,  brave  bojs,  and  seize  and  hold 
Oui'  lumber  and  cook-houses!  "* 

And  so,  for  many  a  weary  mile, 

In  toiisorae  march,  we  iind  them ; 
Before  them  wero  their  household  gods ; 

The  FoitTi-NiNTH  behind  them  1 
And  now,  a  short  half  mile  ahead, 

The  old  camp  greets  their  vision ; 
And  each  indulges  sweet  foretaste 

Of  sleep  and  dreams  elysian. 

But  look !  behind,  a  cloud  of  dust 

Our  eyes  are  now  discerning ; 
It  cannot  be  ; — it  is,  it  is 

An  order  for  returning  If 

The  Keverend  Chaplain— worthy  soul — 

Had  trotted  on  before  ; 
And  so  he  did  not  hear  his  flock. 

How  dreadfully  they  swore ! 

*  The  old  camp  of  the  Forty-eighth  at  Baton  Eouge,  had  been 
very  comfortably  arranged,  with  elaborate  cook-houses,  etc,  and 
the  regiment  seemed  to  fee!  great  apprehension,  lest  some  other 
raiment  should  arrive  there  first,  and  esfablish  "  cquatter  sov- 
ereignty." 

t  Just  US 'we  came  in  sight  of  onr  old  camptbat  day  (the  16th) 
-we  received  orders  to  march  back,  and  encamp  at  Bayou  Mon- 


,1  Google 


The  Sim  was  near  iiis  setting — 

The  clouds  betokened  rain, 
"Wlien,  having  reached  the  Bayou, 

We  pitched  our  tents  again. 

And  now,  in  all  their  fury, 

The  elemeiitfi  are  roai^ing  ; 
And  down  in  copious  ton-ents, 

The  watery  flood  is  pouring. 

O,  orajige  groves  and  palm-trees ! 

O,  land  of  milk  and  honey ! 
Where  "  zephyr  were  so  very  soft. 

And  skies  so  briglit  and  sunny ;" 

We  thought  to  spend  a  winter  here, 

Should  fortune  so  decree  it, 
Would  be  the  thing  :— but,  on  that  night. 

We  really  couldn't  see  it ! 

All  o'er  the  deeply-furrowed  field,  * 

The  waters  rose  so  high, 
Our  boys  could  neither  make  their  beds. 

Nor  keep  their  powder  dry. 

*  We  encamped  on  "Pike's  Plaatation,"  in  a  field  where  cane 
Lad  been  grown,  tte  year  before.  The  fnrrowe  were -rerj  deep, 
and  the  rain  soon  filled  them  with  -water.  Here  we  were  never- 
theless tired  enough  to  sleep  ;  but  many  a  poor  feUow  contracted 
the  fever  that  day  and  night,  whioh,  within  a  fortnight,  consigned 
him  to  a  furrow  in  which  he  still  11^ 
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The  guns  mth  mst  were  covered  o'er, 

And  many  a  luckless  wight 
Began  to  think  his  chance  was  alim. 

If  forced  into  a  fight 

But  if  he  dared  to  try  his  piece, 

And  if  it  chanced  to  go  ; 
He  had  to  stand  at  "  shoulder  arms," 

!For  half  a  day  or  so.* 

At  Bayou  Montesino, 

For  six  long  days  we  stayed, 
To  tempt  the  rebel  f  oemen 

Our  precinct  to  invade. 

We  gobbled  up  then-  sugar, 

We  licked  their  synip  fine  ; 
And  longed  to  lick  the  rebel 

Who  dared  approach  the  line. 

*  It  was  contrary  to  orders  for  any  ono  to  fire  off  a  piece  in 
camp,  ae  false  alarms  were  to  be  deprecated.  One  of  our  oflioers 
■was  nnder  arrest  for  a  week  for  firing  off  a  pistoL  The  boys  were 
sometimes  very  mre  that  tbair  guns  were  so  rnetj  that  they 
wouldn't  go  of^  and  the  cartridges  couldn't  be  drawn  with  a 
wormer  ;  and,  furthermore,  an  attack  from  the  rebeh  was  hourly 
expected,  "Set  if  an  unlucky  private  tried  his  piece,  and  it  did  go, 
he  was  summoned  up  in  tde  front  of  the  Colonel's  quarters,  and 
ordered  to  do  penance  by  standiag  there  under  arms  till  duly  re- 
leased. The  muse  records  this  as  an.  instance  of  dilemmas  in 
which  soldiers  wore  sometdmea  placed. 
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But  only  to  O'Brien's*  gaze, 
And  the  gallant  caTaliera, 

Who  hailed  from  "Little  Eliody," 
Tlie  enemy  appears. 

In  vain  did  General  Dudley 
His  -whole  brigade  deploy, 

And  execute  manreuvres. 
The  rebels  to  decoy. 

Tor,  as  that  famous  army 
Aforetime,  marched  in  vain  ; 

So,  Dudley  did  go  forward, 
And  bravely  back  again.f 

Of  aU  that  week's  adventures. 
We  lack  the  words  to  tell ; 


•  Iiiantenant-Colonel  O'Brien,  of  the  Forty-eighth  Massachu- 
setts ;  an  impulsive,  Tjut  brave  Irishman,  who  commanded  tho 
storming  party  at  Port  Hudsou,  May  27,  was  killed.  On  one 
occasion,  while  at  Bayou  Montesino,  he  was  officer  of  the  day  ; 
and  a  company  of  Rhode  Island  cavalry,  who  were  out  on  picket, 
thought  they  discovered  the  enemy  approaching,  and  reported 
accordingly  to  Colonel  O'Brien,  who  rushed  fo  Headquarters  and 
made  such  repreEentations  that  Dudley's  brigade  of  our  division 
woa  ordered  out  to  meet  the  intruders.     It  proved  to  ho  a  fclso 

\  "  The  French  marched  up  the  hill  with  an  army  of  ten  thou- 
sand men,  and  then — matched  down  again  ! " 
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"  I  never  see  tliat ! "  says  she  witli  "  Jock  " 
And  sighs  "Ah!  well!  well!  well!"* 

At  ler^th  there  came  an  order — 
On  dresa-parade  'twas  read  ; — 

'T  was  General  Bants  who  sent  it, — 
Now  what  do  you  think  it  said  ?  t 

"  My  vaHant  boys  ;  take  courage  ! 

Our  object  is  attained ; 
Your  cue  is  to  be  jubilant, 

For  ■victory  has  been  gained. 

"  Perhaps  you  deemed  it  '  running,' 

The  morn  you  were  so  fleet ; 
But  the  truth  is  you  were  making 

A  '  masterly  retreat ! ' 

"You  see,  I  only  wanted — 

While  Farragut  passed  through 

The  gauntlet  on  the  river — 
That  you  should  halloo  '  Boo  !  I ! ' 

"  I  came  a  week  beforehand, 
To  Baton  Eouge,  you  know ; 


•  Favorite  eipre^ona  of  astonialiraant  with  Frenchman 
"Joot,"  the  Colunel's  servant. 

f  Grcneral  Banta  issued  a  oougrrinlatorj  oi'dar,  saying  the  oh- 
ieot  of  our  march  was  aeoomplished,  etc.,  hut  as  we  had  failed  to 
capture  Port  Hudson,  we  could  hardly  "see  the  point." 
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And  had  a  very  grand  review ; — 
But  that  was  all  for  show. 

"  And  now,  my  boys,  I  thank  ye, 
For  gaUant  deeds  yeVe  done  ; 

Go  back  to  camp  and  rest  ye 
On  the  laurels  ye  have  won. 

"  And  m  the  long  hereafter, 
Be  this  your  glorious  boast ; — 

'We  went  with  Banks's  army 

To  Port  Hudson  ......  almost ! ' 


Then  there  eame  a  thrilluig  order  in  the  following 

month  of  Maj', 
To  take  by  storm  Port  Hudson,  with  ardor  to  essay. 
It  was  a  fearful  struggle,  and  the  muse  forbears  to 

dwell 
On  that  momentous  conflict,  and  the  fate  which  there 

befel.* 


*  On  the  27tli  of  May,  the  Forty-Binth  bad  one  oompany  (G) 
on  proToet  duty  at  Baton  Rouge  ;  Company  T  was  guarding  tho 
baggage  train  ;  about  onehundred  menweroonpicket  duty,  and 
a  large  number  in  couTalescent  camp  and  hospilaJ,  bo  that  but 
two  hundred  and  thirty-three  men  took  part  in  the  assault.  Of 
this  number,  sixteen  were  tilled  and  siity-four  wounded,  mating 
eighty  in  all— more  than  one  third  of  the  whole  number.     The 
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For  memory  will  temind  us  of  the  gallant  boys  who 
died,    • 

"While  with  us  there  contending,  fighting  bravely, 
side  by  side ; 

Who  sleep  in  nameless  graves  afar  beneath  that 
Southern  sod. 

And  whose  souls  were  thenco  uplifted  to  the  pres- 
ence of  their  God. 

O,  if  no  other  impulse  moved  our  hearts  to  gather 

here, 
To  hold  one  brief  communion,  wifcli  each  recurring 

year; 
Our  duty  still  were  plain  enough,  since,  haply,  we 


Their  sacrifice  to  count,  and  keep  their 
ahve. 

O,  such  a  brotherhood  as  ours,  we  shall  not  find  else- 
where, 
And  ours  are  obligations  that  we  never  may  for- 


Colonel  anil  Lieutenant-Colonel  were  bath  wounded,  and  every 


company  In 


s  killod  0 


and  soldiers  ■who  sorved  throughout  tto  war,  and  who  partici 
pated  in  the  assault  of  May  27,  have  pronounced  it  one  of  the  sc 
verest  and  bloodiest  engagements  in  the  history  of  the  war. 
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The  ■warm,  fraternal  flame  within  our  breasts  can 

ne'er  espire, 
For  our  initiation  was  The  Baptism  of  Fiee. 
From  the  threshold  of  Eternity,  amid  the  battle's  din, 
"We  did  hardly  meet  dismissal,  as  our  brothers  en- 
tered in  ; 
They  have  crossed  the  stream  to  where  the  fields 

with  lasting  Terdure  smile. 
And   we,  upon  its  hither   shore,  are  lingering  yet 

awhile. 
Yet  not  unscathed  did  we  escape  the  battle's  angry 

storm, — 
I  stand  surrounded  here  by  many  a  scarred  and 

shattered  form. 
The  grim  Death-Angel,  hurlii^  forth  his   missiles 

thick  and  fast, 
Gave  some  of  us  the  tokens  of  his  presence  as  he 


Then  let  us  praise  the  God  of  Hosts,  whose  overrul- 
ing power 

Did  shield  us,  and  deliver  us  in  that  portentous  hour ; 

Nor  let  those  heroes  moulder  there,  unhonored  and 
unwept, 

In  that  mysterious  sleep  which  peradventure  wo  had 
slept ! 
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Thus,  brothers,  in  numbers  less  brief  than  intended, 
I  have  sung,  as  my  impulses  moved  me  ;  and  now. 

Ere  the  harp  be  unstrung,  and  its  minstrelsy  ended, 
Let  us  banish  the  sadness  that  sits  on  each  brow. 

The  conflict  is  over ;  and  Victory,  descending, 
Is  perched  on  the  Banner,  so  proudly  we  bore ; 

And  the  white  Dove  of  Peace  its  glad  presence  is 
lending. 
And  we  Hst  to  the  clamor  of  battle  no  more. 

I  have  sung  of  our  perils  by  land  and  by  water. 
And  ghmpses  of  by-gones  have  sought  to  unfold  ; 

Of  scenes  of  enjoyment,  of  hardship,  of  slaughter; 
Yet  how  much,  after  all,  there  remaineth  untold  1 

But  while  memory  lasts,  though  our  heads  become 

hoary, 

The  events  we  were  part  of,  we  shall  not  forget ; 

But  to  our  ehUdfens'  children  shall  narrate  the  stoiy, 

"Wliile  with  tears  sympathetic,  their  eyes  shaU  be 

wet. 

And  as  time  shall  roll  on,  let  us  happily  gather. 
Now  and  then  one  more  glance  retrospective  to 
cast; 

"With  a  fondness  and  lording,  unlessened,  but  rather 
More  deep,  as  oin:  years  recede  into  the  past. 
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Antl  now,  let  the  generous  cup  be  o'erfiowing 
With  grateful  Hbatioua,  potential  to  cheer ; 

The  rapture  of  social  enjoyment  bestowing, 

As  we  strengthen  the  ties  of  our  fellowship  here. 
S.  B.  S. 
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BEAD   AT   GREAT   BAKRraOTON,  NA.SS.,   JULY   i,  1867,   ON 
THE  OCCASION  OP  THE  VISIT  OFAMEEICUH  HOSE  COM- 
PANY, OF  BRIDGEPOBT,  TO   GKGAT   BAEBINGTON, 
AS  THE  GUESTS  OF  HOPE  COMPANY,  NO.  1. 

Those  sempiternal  editors,  on  both  sides  of  the  border, 
Who,  sometimes,   for  the  lack  of  news,  concoct  a 

batch  to  order,— 
Have  been  proclaiming  all  along,  that,  previous  to 

-the  races,* 
My  Pegasus  would  volunteer  to  show  the  crowd  his 
paces. 

I  wish  those  editors  could  know  how  serious  a  thii^ 
It  is,  on  all  occasions  to  be  advertised  to  sing  ; 
And,  furthermore,  that  Pegasus,  when  once  you  try 

the  ride 
That— will  ho,  nil  he — he  shall  oo : — is  staky  aa  a 

mulel 
And  yet,  upon  this  festal  day,  when,  on  my  native 

heather. 
So  many  hew  and  old-time  friends  are  haply  met 

together ; 

*  The  cseroises  of  tho  celebration  that  day,  eoncladed  with 
i-nma  on  the  Honsatonio  ITair  Grounds. 
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I  fain  would  clothe  tJie  sentiments  which  to  the  hour 

belong 
In  drapery  of  fitting  rhyme,  and  comely  garb  of  song. 

I  stand  upon  my  native  hills ;  and  onco  again  be- 
hold 

Familiar  scenes — all  redolent  of  memories  of  old  ; 

The  grand  old  elms  in  majesty  the  smiling  landscape 
crown, 

And  on  the  sweet  vale,  as  of  yore,  the  lordly  hilk 
look  down. 

I  clasp  the  hands  of  early  friends ;  whUe,  answering 

to  my  gaze. 
Gleam  genial   stranger  faces  here, — the  friends  of 

latter  days ; 
The   present   and  the  past  unite ;— the  mountains 

greet  the  sea, — 
The  rare  occasion  iy  replete  with  poetry  to  me. 

Here  did  my  young  eyes  look  their  first  on  things 

beneath  the  sun, — 
Here  were  my  earliest  lessons  learned ;  my  earlieat 

prizes  won ; 
Here  the  delightful  school-boy  days  flew  onward  all 

too  fast, 
And  here  my  eaiiy  manhood  years  in  sweet  content 

were  passed. 
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And  many  a  merry,  glorious  Fourth,  as  year  suc- 
ceeded year, 

Have  I,  in  unfoi^otten  days,  enjoyed  and  welcomed 
here. 

There's  many  an  "  old  inhabitant "  can  testify,  I 
trow, 

What  annual  racket  I  helped  make — say  twenty 
years  ago ! 

We  boys  were  wont  to  eongregafce  in  force  the  eve 

before, 
And  make  the  whole  night  hideous  with  glare,  and 

din,  and  roar. 
I  met  some  of  them,— older  grown — last  evening  at 

the  train. 
And,  for  the  nonce,  I  could  but  feel  that  we  were 

boys  again ! 

But  those  old  times  have  passed  away  ; — their  very 

Far  down  the  distant  retrospect,  like  somo  mysteri- 
ous dream. 
No  more  those  primitive  affairs  in  once  secluded  vale : 
For,  now-a-days,  we  celebrate  upon  a  larger  scale. 

No  sanguine  orator  unto  my  boyish  cars  foretold 
In  highest  flights  of  prophecy,  the  scene  we  here  be- 
hold. 
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The  " -woolen  works "  in  Barrington  were  then  but 

sheep  and  lambs, 
And  Bridgeport,  an  obscure  resort  for  men  in  quest 

of  clams. 

The  steam-car  was  unknown  up  through  the  Housa- 

tonio  vale ; 
'Twas  deemed,  a  quite  indecorous  thing  to  ride  upon 

a  rail ; 
The  man  who  lived  in  Berkshire,  and  had  seen  Long 

Island  Sound, 
Was  no  small  "  pumpkins,"  you  may  bet,  in  all  the 

country  roiuid ! 

But,  by-and-by,  the  thought  occurred  to  some  sa- 
gacious mind, 

Old  Berkshire  to  Long  Island  Sound,  by  railroad 
ties  to  bind ; 

So,  Barrington's  the  depot  now  for  many  a  thriving 
town. 

And  Bridgeport  has  become,  indeed,  a  city  of  re- 
nown. 

And  so  it  was  a  pleasant  thought  for  Berkshire  boys, 

to-day. 
To    bid  us  hasten  hither  from  a  hundred   miles 

away. 
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I  know  a  heartier  patriotism  each  stranger  bosom 

tJirills, 
Inhaled   with  this    sweet   atmosphere   among  the 

Berkshire  hills ! 

And  now,  may  this  acquaintanceship,  so  pleasantly 

begun, 
Betain  a  lasting  friendship  in  the  breast  of  every 

one; 
And  when  tlie  day  is  over,  and  we  seek  our  homes 

.    again. 
May  each  have  added  one  br^ht  link  to  memory's 

golden  chain  I 
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DELIVERBD  BEEOEE  THE  GBAND  CHATTER  OF  THE  ZETA 

PSI    PBATEEKITY,    AT    DELM0NICX)'8,   NEW  YORK 

CITY,   DECEMBEK  27,    1867, 

I  GO  back  twenty  years  to-night,  and  bring  to  mind 
the  days, 

When  with  my  college  peers  I  strove  to  win  scholas- 
tic bays ; 

And  varied  the  routine  of  tasks  laborious  and  dry, 

By  joining  in  the  mystic  rites  of  glorious  Zeta  Psl 

I  see,  in  that  far  retrospect,  that  little  band  of  ours, 

"Which  held  its  conclaves  just  beyond  where  lordly 
Greylock  towers : — 

For  I'm  a  Berkshire  boy,  and  gained  my  academic 
knowledge 

In  what  you  might  be  pleased  to  term,  a  mere  "  fresh- 
water college." 

O,  very  pleasant  were  the  hours  we  spent  within  the 

place 
Where  onr  enthroned  Hierophant  alone  unveiled  his 

face ; 
Vouchsafinif  intellectual  food  to  each  and  every  one. 
And  eke  the  generous  dessert  of  good-fellowship  and 

fun. 
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What  rousing  times  we  used  to  have,  electioneering, 
then, 

"When  each  commeucement-day  brought  on  a  bevy 
of  fcesh  men ; 

"When  every  society  disparaged  all  the  others, 

And  reaped  the  annual  harvest  of  its  new-inducted 
brothers ! 

I've  been  a  politician  since,  and  mingled  in  the 
brawls 

Of  priniariea,  and  caucuses,  and  legislative  halls  ; 

And  watched  pohtieal  machines,  and  been  within 
the  ring, 

And  button-holed  the  Governor,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing; 

But  ne'er  within  my  memory  did  affaks  of  such  con- 
cern 

Depend  on  human  strategj^  or  fate's  capricious  turn. 

As  those  contentions,  who  should  hold  the  favorite 
positions. 

And  bear  away  the  honors  at  the  college  exhibi- 
tions. 

And  when  it  chanced,— to  gladden  my  entlmsiastie 
eye,— 

Tliat  on  the  victor's  person  flashed  the  badge  of 
Zeta  Psi  ; 
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I  tell  you,  't  was  a  prize  unmatched  by  many  later 

toys,— 
For  men  still  clntcli  their  playthings,  and  are  simply 

older  boys. 

The  college  is  a  microcosm  ;  and  i£  we  don't  inherit, 
We're  sure  as  students  to  imbibe  enough  of  party 

spirit ; 
The  tree  inclines  precisely  as  at  first  you  bend  the 

twig— 
A.  Oakey  was  a  "  Kap,"  I'm  told,  and  Hoffman  was 

a  "  Sig." 

The  youth  who  leads  a  college  clique,  will,  doubtless, 

lead  a  clan 
Somewhere,  upon  a  larger  scale,  when  he  becomes  a 

■  And  he  whom  aU  his  cronies  hailed,  a  jovial,  genial 
fellow, 
"Wm  hold  his  own,  e'en  when  the  leaf  of  hfe  is  sere 
and  yellow. 

The  boys   of  twenty  years  ago !  as  I  recall  them 

now. 
Alternate  shade  and  sunshine  seem  to  flit  across  my 

brow; 
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I  follow  down  the  catalogue  the  old  names,  one  by 

one, 
And  note  with  yaried  sentiments  ■what  time  for  each 

hath  done. 

There's  one,  is  U.  S.  Senator ;  and  two  or  three  de- 
termine 
The  weighty  matters  of  the  law,  and  wear  judicial 

And  some  have  found  the  source  of  wealth  remarlc- 

ably  prolific. 
Upon  the  far  Nevada  heights,  and  shores  of  the  Pa- 


Some  ai^e  causes  at  the  bar,  and  legal  quibbles 

moot. 
And  some — Lord  help  them  l^strive  to  "  teaeh  the 

young  idea  to  shoot ;" 
Some  deal  in  goods  and  merchandise,  with  manners 

bland  and  pleasing. 
And  some  the  tortured  pra-se  of  poor  old  "  Unele 

Sam  "  are  squeezing. 

Some  grace  the  pulpit,  and  proclaim  the  everlasting 

Word ; 
Some,  in  the  latter  pregnant  times,  have  wielded  well 

the  sword ; 
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And   one— a   mighty   handsome   chap — a   veritable 

Paris- 
Has  simply  raised  a  fine  moustache,  and — carried  off 

an  heiress ! 

Some  boast  a  goodly  heritage,  and  live  aloof  from 

cares; 
Some  operate  in  fancy  stocks,  among  the  '■  Bulla 

and  Bears ;" 
Some  scribble  for  the  papers,  and  employ  the  art 

phonetic ; 
Some  wake  the  oratoric  strain,  and  some  the  strain 

poetic. 

And  some,  in  Kfe's  br%ht  morning,  have  responded 

to  the  call, 
"^Yhioh,  soon  or  late,  shall  send  forth  its  alarum  to 

us  all. 
I  count  upon  that  httle  list,  the  death  stars ; — they 

are  seven ; 
So  many  old-time  friends  have  sped  from  earth — we 

trust,  to  Heaven. 

But  turn  -we  now  to  witness,  after  lapse  o£  twenty 

years. 
How  fair  a  thing,  and  vigorous,  our  Zeta  Psi  ap- 
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From  tiny  seed,  on  welcome  soil,  the  forest  mon- 

archs  grow, 
And  they  who  plant,  do  oftentimes  plant  wiser  than 

they  know. 
The  tender  shoot,  whose  destiny  no  mortal  m^ht 


Hath   grown,  and  flourished,  and  become   a   very 

Banyan  tree ; 
And  hundreds  of  ingenuous  youth,  beneath  its  bow- 
ers have  strayed, 
To  hear  the  whispering  of  its  leaves,   and  linger 

'neath  its  shade. 
"We  build  our  own  best  monuments  ;  our  own  deeds, 

after  all, 
Outlast  the  brass,  or  marble,  or  the  niche  m  storied 

hall. 
WeU  saith  the  Poet—"  "We  ourselves  can  make  our 

lives  subUme, 
And,  dying,  leave  behmd  ua  footprints  on  the  sands 

of  Time." 
I  know  not  whether  simple  slab,  or  more  pretentious 

pile, 
Repeats  the  tale  that  Sommers*  Uved,  and  wrought 

on  earth  awhile ; 

'  John  E.  Yates  Sommers,— Pounder  of  fke  Fraternity. 

Hosted  bi  Google 


What  recks  lie,  since  in  hearts  like  these  shall  be  en- 
shrined his  name. 

And  Time  itself  shall  only  add  fresh  laurels  to  h'*- 
fame ! 

And  now,  dear  brothers,  standing  here,  within  your 

midst,  I  seem 
Like  mythic  Kip  Van  Winkle,  softly  wakened  from 

a  dream. 
Emotions  passing  sweetest  song  my  inmost  heart 

o'erflow, 
As  I  renew  the  vows  to-day  of  twenty  years  ago. 

I  feel  it  was  a  kindly  act,  rejuvenating  me, 

Who  watched  the  infant  stem  erewhile,  to  now  be- 
hold the  tree. 

The  choruses  of  bygone  years  repeat  their  glad  re- 
frain, 

And  I  am  Heaven's  favorite — a  college  boy  again ! 

And  now,  long  live  our  Zeta  Psi  I  and  as  the  years 

roU  round, 
May  roots  and  branches  new  on  our  fraternal  tree 

be  found ; 
And  ever  and  anon,  beneath  its  overhanging  boughs, 
May  it  be  ours  to  congregate,  and  ratify  our  vows. 
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And  you,  my  younger  brethren,  pray  remember,  that 

to  me, 
And  my  compeers,  you  owe  it  now,  to  cultivate  the 

tree ; 
So  shall  it  thrive,  and  may  Mud  Heaven  vouchsafe 

that  you  and  I, 
May  live  to  eee  our  grand-sona  wear  the  badge  of 

2iETA  Psi  I 

S.  B.  S. 
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A  LEGEND  OF  BLACK  ROCK. 

AN  OWEE  TRUE  TAUi. 

'TwAS  on  the  first  of  Apiil,  and  the  sun  had  Just  f;one 
down, 

And  the  shades  of  night  were  falling  on  a  certain 
eea-coast  town ; 

Wien  a  few  congenial  spirits  somehow  happened  to 
combine, 

At  the  Doctor's  to  assemble,  and  discourse  of  tur- 
pentine.* 

Now,  tliese  chaps  who  thus  assembled,  we  may  Just 
as  well  premise, 

Were  a  parcel  of  stockholders  in  a  famous  enter- 
prise, 

To  extract  from  out  a  cord  of  wood,  when  drdy  baked 
and  fried, 

Tui-pentine,  tar,  coal,  and  acid,  and  no  end  of  gas 
beside. 

But  lite  all  contrivance  human,  this  had  had  its  ups 

and  downs, 
And   dame  fortune   had  cajoled  it  with   alternate 

smiles  and  frowns, 

•  Dr.  J ,  an  enthuaiastia  stockholder. 
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And  the  sessions  at  the  sanctum  where  the  Doctor 

sat  in  state, 
Had  been  frequent  as  the  changes  and  "vicissitudes 

of  fate. 

When  the  "  Holmes  "*'  came  in  all  laden  with  a  car- 
go worth  the  while, 

It  was  better  than  his  doses  to  behold  the  Doctor's 
smile. 

When  'twas  thought  the  "  Holmes  "  was  cast  away, 
and  every  one  felt  blue, 

"^  was  the  Doctor  who  could,  best  of  all,  their  flag- 
ging hopes  renew. 

Now,  on  this  same  first  of  April,  there  had  been  a 
lucky  fry. 

And  the  hopes  of  all  the  party  were  proportionately 
high. 

And  the  Doctor  was  foretelhng,  with  the  wisdom  of 
a  prophet, 

How  this  would  beat  aU  frying  pans  elsewhere  this 
side  of  Tophet. 

Just  then  there  came  a  knocliuig  at  the  Doctor's  of- 
fice door, 

And  a  rather  stout  man  opened  it,  and  stalked  the 

threshold  o'er ; 

■The  "Madiaon  Holmes,"  a  Ecliooner  bought  by  the  Oojnpany 
for  transporting  pine  from  North  Carolina. 
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Said  he,  "  Get  up  your  horse,  Doctor,  a8  qmck  as 

e'er  you  can, 
Our  deuced  -works   are  all   a-fire,   as   I'm  a  liying 

Up  rose  tho  frightened  company,  in  consternation 
all, 

And  on  each  countenance  at  once  there  came  a  sol- 
emn pall. 

But  the  Doctor  cried,  "  Sit  stiB,  my  boys ;  no  April 
fool  am  I, — 

There's  no  such  thing ;  and  as  for  you,  I  tell  you 
sir,  you  Ue!" 

Ent  the  stout  man  called  the  negro  man,  and  bade 

him  go  ahead, 
And  get  the  best  nag  harnessed,  and  the  buggy  from 

the  shed ; 
And  the  Doctor  compromised  so  far,  he'd  go  at  least 

to  see 
What,  Tinder  heaven,   all  that  flame  and  ominous 

smoke  could  be. 

They  westward   drove— the   Doctor   and   the  stout 

aforesaid  man ; 
A  lurid  light  the  while  had  come,  the  western  aky  to 

spfin; 
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TliGy  reaelieclj  they  crossed  Division  street ;  in  mad 

career  they  fiew. 
When  all  at  onca  tlie  dreadful  scene  burst  forth  upon 

their  view ! 

"My  God!  my  God!"  the  Doctor  cried;  "and  do 

I  wake  or  dream  ? 
And  can  that  be  our  kindhng  wood  which  makes  that 

awful  gleam  ? 
And  must  they  burst,  those  tender  chords,  that  bind 

this  heart  of  mine, 
To  all  those  cords  of  wood,  and  eke  tliat  tar  and 

"turpentine !" 

Meanwhile  the  stout  man  cocked  his  eye,  and  with 
poetic  gaze, 

Eegarded  Nature's  grander  moods,  and  watched  the 
goi^eous  blaze. 

"  Behold !  "  said  ho,  "  my  friend,  behold,  how  awful- 
ly sublime, 

Up  toward  the  stars,  to  contemplate  those  blazing 
cinders  climb ! " 

"  Oh,  dear !  oh,  dear ! "  the  Doctor  said,  "  why  over- 
flow my  cnp 

Of  sorrow,  as  I  only  see  my  fondest  hopes  go 
up. 
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Untold  per  cent.,  softest  of  things,  and  almost  here 

in  pocket, — 
Spirit  of  Sliadi-ach  1  there  it  goes,  brief,  brilliant  as 

a  rocket! " 

In  rage  the  Doctor  iashed  hia  steed  ;  they  quickly 
cleared  the  mile. 

Which  brought  them  to  the  fated  spot  where  they 
had  staked  theL  pile, 

'Twaa  nothing  but  a  funeral  pile;  they  could  do 
nought  but  mourn. 

For  that  which  was,  but  now  had  gone  to  that  pro- 
verbial "boTime." 

Tlie  pensive  pilgrim,  as  he  wends  his  way  along  the 

coast. 
May  note  to-day  an  inlet,  whose  good  harborage  is 

its  boast ; 
A  splendid  shaft  there  towers,  inscribed,  "A.-D.,- 

l_8-6-9." 
"Which  means  to  say — "  This  classic  field  is  soaked 

with — TUEPENTINE  1  " 

S.  B.  S. 
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EOSE  COTTAGE  EEMINISCENCES. 

TO  MItS.   JOSEPHINE  . 

You  threw  me  down  "  the  glove  "  one  daj- 

(The  "  mitten  "  loi^  before !) 
And  bade  me  in  some  simple  lay 

Eecall  tlie  times  of  yore  ; 
When  you  and  I  were  lass  and  lad, 

And  life-tints  all  were  rosy, 
Whose  pleasures  were  in  common  had. 

By  "Samivel"  and  "  Josie." 

So,  Josie,  dear  ;— for  e'en  so  now 

I'll  venture  to  address  thee, — 
Tho'  other  lips  returned  thy  vow, 

And  other  hands  caress  thee, — 
A  ballad  of  the  olden  time 

I'll  sing ; — but  since  our  houses 
Are  side  by  side,  pray  keep  the  rhyme 

A  secret  from  our  spouses  I 

And  to  begin  :  two  decades  back 

Along  the  vale  of  years, 
A  distant  speck  on  memory's  track, 

"  Eose  Cottage  "  school  appears. 
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The  place  is  strangely  altered  now. 
And  where  the  roses  flourished, 

There  stands  a  shrine  where  sinners  boi 
And  hungry  souls  aro  nourished. 

1  mind  me  of  the  "  corridor  " — 

A  sort  of  masked  embrasure. 
Behind  which  maidens  waited  for 

And  spied  the  beaux  at  leisure. 
I  mind  me  of  the  houses  twain. 

Between,  the  cosy  arbor,— 
When  "  Tommy  "  chased  some  venturous 

'T  was  no  ungrateful  harbor. 

O,  peaceful  scenes!  O,  classic  shades ! 

Where  precept  and  example 
Were  both  combined  in  three  staid  tnaids- 

'T  would  seem  the  means  were  ample 
To  keep  those  cloistered  nuns  intent 

Upon  the  tasks  before  them  ; 
And  yet  how  many  a  smile  was  lent 

To  lads  who  dared  adore  them  ! 


And  oh !  what  various,  nameless  arts, 
And  how  much  necromancy. 

Did  occupy  those  loving  heai'ts. 
To  circumvent  "  Miss  Nancy  I " 
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How,  in  a  trice,  on  many  a  night, 

That  lawn  became  Sahara, 
As  dawned  on  some  fond  couple's  sight. 

The  spectre  of  "  Miss  Sarali ! " 


I  recollect  tlie  s 

Was  quite  a  favorite  cover, 
'Neath  which  the  old,  old  game  was  played 

'Twixt  lady-love  and  lover  : 
For,  while  the  song  allured  each  ear, 

And  melodies  were  blending, 
-  The  hillets  doux  to  windows  near 

Were  c 


But  as  for  me,  I  quite  d 

The  rash,  adventurons  measures, 
By  ardent  lovers  improvised 

For  amatory  pleasures. 
To  me  opposed  no  envious  space 

Those  fairy  realms  to  gain  ; 
For,  'twixt  them  and  my  dwelling-plact 

"Was  nothing  but  a  lane. 

Lord !  how  my  heart  went  pit-a-pat. 

And  all  that  sort  of  thing, 
As  'neath  that  portico  I  sat. 

To  hear  my  charmer  sing. 
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I  studied  law, — or  so  professed, — 

But  now,  at  this  remove, 
The  truth  were  just  as  well  confessed,— 

I  learned  no  law  but  love, 

0  yes  !  I  fell  in  love,  of  course  ; 
But  did  not  dare  to  tell  it, 

Tor  fear  'twould  nialie  the  matter  worso, 

Should  my  beloved  repel  it. 
'Twere  bad  enough  to  lose  my  heart. 

But  vastly  better  so, 
Thau  have  my  darling  say  "  depart  1 " 

And  tell  me—"  not  for  Joe ! " 

And  so,  no  doubt,  it  came  about 
That  when  sehool-days  wers  over, 

"  That  other  fellow  "  found  you  out. 
And  proved  a  bolder  lover. 

But,  sometimes,  as  my  thoughts  recur 
To  that  "  Eose  Cottage  "  garden, 

1  heave  one  sigh  for  "  hours  that  were," 

And  feel  hke "Enoch  Abden." 

S.B.  a 
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KEAD  AT  THE  CIAM-BAKE  WHICH  WAS   GIVEN  AT  THE  RE- 
UNION  OF    THE  l!X)KTY-NINTH   BEGIMENT,   MASSA- 
CHUSETTS   VOLUBTEEBS,  AT   PrrTSmELD, 
SEPT.    11,  1873. 

Strange  I    how    a  c!am,  a  cloaed-mouthed    tiling, 

and  un  declamatory. 
Should  make  jou  all  eo  clamorous  for  speech,  or 

-song,  or  story; 
But  observation  goes  to  show,  at  divers  times  and 

The  stillest  fellows,  oftentimes,  turn  out  the  hardest 


A  missive  from  the  adjutant,  a  week  or  so  ago, 
Announced  that  you  would  shell  to-day  your  old  bi- 

valvous  foe ; 
And  then,  apparently  to  make  the  invitation  louder, 
He  added,  ■nitli  significance,  "there'll  also  be  clam- 
chowder  !" 

He  bade  me  join  the  festive  crowd,  and  gulph  a  clam 

or  two, 
Since,  when  ths  war  was  raging,  I  was  on  the  Gulf 

with  you. 
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Said  he,  "  there'll  be  a  chowdei:  mixt  of  mirth  and 

speech  and  song, 
And  clams  with  toast,  and  toasts  with  clama;  so, 

prithee,  come  along!" 

"  Oh,  no  you  don't !  "  at  first  methought ;  "  I  loiow 

what  you're  about — 
You  only  want  to  ope  my  shell,  and  then,  to   draw 

me  out. 
I  see  what  you  are  raking  for ;  I  do,  by  the  Eternal ! 
And  after  you  have  shelled  the  clams,  you  mean  to 

shell  the  Colonel!— 

And    yet,  upon   reflection,     it    will    never   do," — 

thmtsi— 
"  To  let  so  glorious  a  chance  for  feed  and  fun  go  by, 
I'U  chew  upon  't ;    for  maugre  aU  apologetic  shams, 
Clam-av-i    de  pro/wndis — ^I    am    always  death   on 

clams !" 

And  so  I  come;  and  knowing  well  how  very  apt  I 

To  overeat,  and  thus  become  as  stupid  as  a  clam, 
I  bring  my  post-ccenatie  toast,  all  ready-wrought  in 

song. 
Done  up  like  clams,  compact  and  round— I  never 

liked  them  "  long !" 
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So  here's  to  you,  my  gallant  boys— old  Berkshire's 
noble  sons, 

Who  erst  amid  the  battle's  din,  stood  firmly  by  the 
gvms, 

And  oft  on  many  a  well-fought  field,  made  every 
"  Johnny  "  stare, 

When  something  worse  than  clam-shells  went  career- 
ing thro'  the  air ! 

Eight  bravely  did  ye  clamber  up  the  heights,  where 

lurked  afar 
Tlie  foe,  amid  the  horrid  din   and  clamor  of  the 

war; 
Aad  over-stayed  your  term,  until  Port    Hudson's 

pluck  had  died  out, 
Besolved  to  break  their  boasted  shell,  and  sworn  to 

"  clam  tlie  tide  out !" 

Oh,  how  aa  yesterday  they  seem— the  old  familiar 

scenes, 
Of  which  we  each  and  all  were  part,  way  down  at 

New  Orleans ! 
No  slight  fraternal  kinship  binds  us  henceforth  to 

each  other, 
In  eveiy  one  I  recognize  a  comrade  and  a  broth- 
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A  healtli  to  each  and  every  one,  aad  as  the  years 

roll  roimd, 
May  each  one  at  the  annual  feast  continue  to  be 

found, 
And  live  to  see  a  grand  career  attend  our  Uncle 

Sam, 
And  spend  his  days  in  sweet  content,  and — happy 

as  a  clam! 

S.  B.  S. 
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ExTItACr  FEOM  A  POEM  ENTITLED 

MILK. 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  SOCIAL  AHD  LITEBAEY  EHTEBTAIN- 
MENT,  BRIDGEPOHT,  CONN.,    JAKUAEY  6,  X870. 

We'ke  something  lite  those  fuuny  fish  we  &ee  be- 
neath the  tide, 

Which  often,  as  we  watch  them  close,  display  a 
whiter  side. 

This  whiter  side,  which  seems  a  part  of  evoiy  human 
-  being. 

When  once  we  get  a  glimpse  of  it,  is  always  -worth 
the  seeing. 

You  think   yourself  famihar  with  some  cross  and 

crabbed  neighbor. 
Because  you  see  him  come  and  go  about  his  wonted 

labor. 
Tin  some  day  you  shah  meet  him  with  his  harness 

off,  and  mellow, 
And  find  him,  to  jour  great  surprise,  a  downright 

genial  fellow. 

I  knew  a  man,  I  thought  so  mean,  'twas  simply  his 

to  grovel. 
Until  I  caught  him  laughing  o'er  the  contents  of  a 

novel ; 
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And  such  a  knack  that  feEow  had,  at  anecdote  re- 
peating, 

He'd  turn  hito  high  carnival,  the  stiffest  qnaker 
meeting ! 

Men's  very  foibles  often  make  their  most  attractive 


To  tell  the  truth— 'twixt  you  and  me— I  hate  these 

perfect  creatures ! 
I  honor  each  embodiment  of  goodness,  truth  and 


But  har^  the  chap  who  -won't  confess  one  amiable 
■weakness ! 

The  life  of  every  mortal  man  is  more  or  less  a  rid-. 

die- 
Why,  Nero  must  have  had  some  soul ;  because  ha 

played  the  fiddle ! 
The  hardest,  driest  human  plant  which  Nature  e'ei 

produces. 
Would  not  be  human,  did  it  not  exude  some  frag- 
rant juices. 

AU  men   are  poets— it  is  said— and  'tis  a  saying 

trite, — 
There  must  be  poets  who  can  feel  what  other  poets 

write; 
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All !  those  unwritten  hymna  the  soulimto  itself  hath 

sung, 
In  tabernacles  not  of  clay,  may   one  day  find  a 

tongue  I 

The  whiter  side  of  every  man — no  matter  how  re- 
nowned. 
However  brave,   however  great,  or  gifted,  or    pro- 
found- 
It  is  the  side   wiiieh  gives  the  zest  to  biogi-aphic 

story. 
Arid  rounds  at  least  the  hero's  fame,  and  supple- 
ments his  glory. 

The  hero   soon  becomes  a  myth,   who   shows  no 

wMter  side ; 
Of  whom  grave  history  simply  states,  he  lived  and 

wrought  and  died ; 
Some  altogether  human  traits  their  added  light  must 

shed, 
Or  else,  although  hjs  works  siirvive,  the  man  is  very 

dead. 

His  whiter  side,  when  all  the  scenes  of  mortal  hfe  are 

past, 
I  reckon   will    best   satisfy  the    man    himself    at 

last. 
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We   may  find    sermons    everywhere; — behold  1 


How,  ■when  they  die,  they  always  turn  the  whiter 
side  to  heaven  I 

And  now  I  come  to  teU  you  why  we  are,  or  should 

he  here— 
To  sink  our  selfish  selves,  and  let  oni-  better  selves 

appear ; 
To  linger  for  a  little  while  on  one  of  life's  oases, 
And  help  each  other  cultivate  our  most  redeeming 

graces. 

Come,  let  us  tiien  be  human,  and  deal  gently  with 

each  other. 
And  find  in  every  one  a  friend,  and  every  fi-iend  a 

brother ; 
What  sweets  the  cup  of  hfe  affords,  O  let  ns  freely 

share — ■ 
A  few  more  kind  or  selfish  deeds,  and  we  shall  be — ■ 

elsewhere  I 

Here  let  us  interchange  the  gifts  vouchsafed  us  from 

above, 
Of  wisdom,  wit,  or  melody, — at  any  rate,  of  Love, 
And  have   our  hearts  impregnated  with  Charity's 

sweet  leaven, 
A  httle  purged  of  earthly  dross — a  Uttle   nearer 

Heaven. 
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So,  I've  discoursed  of  milk ;  like   mercy's    quality, 
not  strained— 

From  far  beyond  the  milky-way,  like  gentle  dew- 
drops  rained ; 

Perhaps  the  sor^  has  been  obscure  ;  perhaps  it  was 
your  blindness — 

Ton  recognize  the  theme  at  last — "  The  Milk  of  Hu- 
man Kindness." 

S.  B.  S. 
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WBITTEN  IN  A  GREEN  HOUSE,  UPON  HEARING  OF  THE  ILL- 
NESS   OP   A    TENDER   PLANT,  WHICH  HAD  BEEN 
NUBTUBED  IN  A  WAESt  CLIMATE. 

If  the  Ihitch  Flora  thinks  he  floors, 
Or,  if  the  Florid  thinks  he's  floored, 

They  know  not  well  the  subtle  powers 
By  which  the  brightest  color's  lowered. 

Far  and  Forgot  are  sweet  with  mist ; 

Shadow  and  sunhght,  still  I'm  game ; 
My  vanished  head-piece  struck  Grow's  fist ; 

He  'scaped;  I  fell,  but  take  the  blame. 

They  reckon  iU  who  count  me  out ; 
"When  quick  I  fly,  I  triumph  bring ; 

I  am  the  router  and  the  rout- 
Alone  the  bully  of  the  ring  I 


Galusha  trespassed  on  our  aisle, 
I  knew  not  of  his  sacred  ai't ; 

Now  a  meek  Christian  do  I  smile — 
I  heard  no  sound,  I  feel  no  smart. 
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AKGUMENT. 
I'or ;  If  a  Dutchman  thinks  lie  hits, 

Or,  if  the  fallen  feels  a  blow. 
They  Isnow  not  well  the  subtle  pit8 

That  keep,  and  stub  a  brave  man's  toel 
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READ    ON  DEOOBATION  DAY,    AT  BBIDaEPOBT,    CONN.,    MAT 
30,    1869. 

Once  again,  O  faithful  comradea,  we  are  welcoming 

the  hour 
When   the  spriog-time   lingers  only  to  resign  her 

floral  dower ; 
And  with  tendereat  emotion,  and  with  reverent  steps, 

we  tread 
Where  the  proud  earth   shrines  the  ashes   of  our 

brave,  heroic  dead. 

In  the  hallowed  burial-places,  other  loved  and  lost 
ones  lie. 

But  WG  do  not  heed  their  presence,  as  to-day  we  pass 
them  by. 

And  the  harvest  of  the  roses  mth  a  Jealous  hand 
bestow. 

Where  the  partners  of  our  own  best  deeds  are  mould- 
ering cold  and  low. 

Lefc  republics  prove  unmindful  of  the  love  they  once 

professed, 
And  witldiold  the  meed  of  honor  from  theu-  noblest 

and  their  best ; 
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And  to  newer  idols  turn  them  with  unseemly  haste 

aside. 
And  forget  those  who  but  yesterday  so  gloriously 

died; 

"We  have  sworn  that  long  as  unto  us  remeinbrancea 
shall  come 

Of  the  sad  adieus  to  cherished  ones,  and  dear  de- 
lights of  home ; 

Of  the  hardships  of  the  prison,  of  the  pestilence's 
ire,— 

Of  the  weary  march,  and  battle's  awful  baptism  of 
fire; 

That  the  comrades  who  endured  with  us  the  labor 

and  the  pain ; 
Who  in  youth's  high  flush  went  bravely  forth,  but 

came  not  back  again, 
ShaE  be  heroes  of  a  treasm-ed  past,  we  shall  not 

cease  recall, 
TiU  ourselves  shall  clasp  in  close  embrace  the  mother 

of  ns  all ! 

And  to  all  else  we  give  pause  to-ilay,  that  vernal 

flowers  may  bloom 
In    a    superadded    beauty  on  the    patriot's   early 

tomb; 
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And  we  gather  'neatli  these  £resh-c!ad  boughs,  thai, 

vocal  as  of  yore, 
Now  rej)eat  ^oliaa  dh-ges  for  the  brave  that  are  no 

morel 

Nor  with  us  alone  to-day  do  scarred  and  shattered 

forms  attend, 
"Where  the  voices,  sweet  at  once,  and  sad,  of  grateful 

memory  blend ; 
Tor  m  all  the  land,  from  Kennebec  to  Mississippi's 

shore, 
Do  the  roses  shed  their  fragrance  for  the  brave  that 

are  no  more. 

And  by  many  a  widowed  hand  to-day,  in  mansion 

and  in  cofc, 
Hath  been  twined   the   fair   anemone   with   sweet 

forget-me-not ; 
And  in  many  a  nameless  orphan-girl  hath  'wakened 

proud  desire, 
To  assert,  in  this  mute  eloquence,  the  valor  of  her 

sire ! 

O !  the  wealth  of  buried  heroes  that  our  nation  boasts 

to-day, — 
In  the  soil  where  we  were  nurtured,  on  the  prairies 

far  away, — 
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In  the  town  and  in  the  hamlet,  and  by  every  moun- 
tain side, 

They  are  sleeping  'neath  the  altars  for  who^e  sanc- 
tity they  died. 

But,  my  comrades,  we  would  ne'er  foi^et,  nor  could 

we  if  we  would, 
What   a   multitude    unnumbered   of    our    glorious 

brotherhood 
Are     asleep    in     rade,    unnoticed,    undiscoverable 


I^  the  regions  that  the  Cumberland  or  Jlissiasippi 
laves ; 

In  the  lone  graves,  hoUowed  darHy,  where  the  camp- 
fires  dared  not  bum, 

And  by  hands  that  on  the  morrow  should  be  Ufeless 
in  their  turn ; 

Or  in,  trenches,  where  in  hot  haste,  when  the  bat- 
tle's rage  was  spent, 

Horse  and  rider,  friend  and  foeman,  in  red  burial 
were  blent ! 

Little  dreamed  he,  youth  ingenuous  of  twenty  years 

ago, 
Gazmg  out    upon    a    future   with    auroral  hopes 
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Thinking  only  of  a  life-work,  o'er  which  Peace  her 

raya  should  shed, 
And  of  Death,  beside  the  hearth-stone — children's 

faces  round  his  bed  ;— 

Little  dreamed  lie,  little  dreamed  ye,  who  had  known 

him  as  ye  thoi^ht. 
How  much  (Jod-like  and  heroic  in  his  nature  was 

inwrought, 
Which  occasion  should  enkindle,  till  from  mean  and 

trivial  thit^, 
He  should  rise  to  deeds  that  challenge  envy  in  the 

breasts  of  kii^ ! 

Thus  WG  sometimes  may  discover,  how,  while  prison- 
ers of  time, 

From  resources  deep  ^vithin  us,  we  can  make  our 
lives  sublime ; 

And  we  see,  although  but  darkly,  and  mth  dim  and 
finite  eye, 

"When  this  chrysalism  endetli,  what  wo  may  be  by- 
and-by  1 

Let  them  sleep,  those  nameless  heroes,  where  so  gal- 
lantly they  fell, 

Where  I  seem  to  see  the  wild-flower  bloom,  their 
resting  place  to  tell ; 
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Where  the  earth,  enriched  with  noble  blood,  seems 
dressed  in  brighter  green, 

And  OUT  thoughts  in  ghostly  forms  to-daj,  are  hover- 
ing o'er  the  scene  I 

And  the  -wild-birds  sing  their  requiem  above  their 
lowly  graves. 

And  the  sad  magnolia,  weeping  there,  its  solemn 
branches  waves ; 

And  the  voices,  inarticulate,  of  Nature's  choir,  de- 
clare 

That  the  soil  around  is  hallowed  ground,  for  the 
warrior  dead  are  there  I 


Let  them  sleep,  while  roll  the  centuries  in  c 
tide  away, 

Till  at  last  the  grand  Eeveille  sounds  to  usher  in  the 
day. 

When  the  whole  of  Earth's  Grand  Army  shall  be- 
take them  to  their  rest, 

With  the  armies  that  encamp  around  the  cities  of 
the  blest ! 

Let  this  hour  repeat  the  lesson — ever  old,  yet  ever 

new, — 
That  at  best  we  are  but  shadows,  and  what  shadows 

we  pursue. 
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Wliat  are  we  among  the  miUions  of  the   imiversal 


That  are  going  and  are  commg,  through  the  wilder- 
ness o£  years  ? 

Here  to-day,  the  waves  of  Lethe  we  would  gladly 
hold  in  thrall, 

But  its  dark,  obhvious  waters,  must  ere  long  engulf 
usaU; 

And  our  story  m  the  distant  future  ages  shall  be 
told, 

As  wo  tell  of  Babylonians,  and  Babylon,  of  old ! 

Tet  we  know  there  are  implanted  deep  in  every  hu- 
man breast, 

Germs  of  noble  aspiration,  and  mysterious  unrest. 

The  economy  that  shapes  the  orbs,  yot  notes  the 
sparrow's  faU, 

In  the  everlasting  Drama,  hath  a  part  for  each  and 
alL 

After  aJl,  then,  life  is  earnest,  and  in  life's  severe  re- 
view. 

Many  years  do  not  so  signify,  as  what  we  are,  and  do ; 

For  the  years  are  oft-times  squandered,  gathering 
sheila  along  the  shore, 

While  the  ocean,  undiscovered,  Hes  in  vastness  just 
before. 


,1  Google 


POUM.  327 

These  oiir  heroes,  who  thus  early  sleep  beneath  the 
silent  sod, 

Have  Hved  longer,  as  I  reckon  the  arithmetic  of  God, 

Than  the  selfish  one,  whose  days  have  eked  out  Ufa's 
estremest  span, 

Tet  -who  never  was  accounted,  and  who  never  was, 
a  man. 

Do  not  mortm,  O  stricken  widow;  do  not  mourn,  be- 
reaved sire, 

For  the  loved  one,  swift-ascended,  pure  from  the 
•  funereal  pyre  ; 

As  these  flowers  to-day  betoken,  scattered  o'er  his 
lowly  tomb, 

In  the  Paradisean  gardens,  evermore  his  soul  shall 
bloom! 

In  the  lapse  of  generations,  we  shall  surely  be  forgot— 

But  I  teU  you  that  our  actions,  good  or  ill,  shaU  per- 
ish not. 

As  the  stone  sunk  in  mid-ocean,  sends  a  ripple  to 
each  shore. 

So  each  deed,  once  done,  is  making  larger  circles 


In  the  Eegistry  of  Heaven,  every  act  is  noted  down. 
And  for  every  cross  we  carry,  there  ia  treasured  up 
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And  for  every  noble  sacrifice  is  ■waiting  a  r 
And  for  each  courageous  soul,  the  benediction  of 
its  Lord. 

O  je  shades  of  the  departed !  if  perchance  ye  hover 
near, 

-Looking  forth  from  yonder  Heaven,  orir  apostrophe 
to  hear ; — 

Tarry  not ;  we  bid  ye  rather  to  celestial  bowers  re- 
turn, 

"While  we  only  guard  your  ashes,  safe  in  history's 
golden  urn. 

Now  from  tliese  sweet  ceremonies,  friends  and  com- 
rades, let  us  go, 
Somewhat  wiser,  somewhat  better,  and  with  hearts 

that  ovexiiow 
With  a  love,  benign  and  catholic,  wliose  promptings 

shall  not  cease 
TiU  we  reach  at  last  the  Outposts,  where  the  conn- 
'  Peace  1 " 

8.  B.  S. 
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Sound  the  dirge,  the  requiem  sing ; 
Floral  -wreaths  and  gailands  bring  ; 
Scatter  roses  o'er  each  grave. 
Where  in  glory  sleep  the  brave. 

Passed  away  before  Hfe's  noon,— 
Who  shall  say  they  died  too  soon  ? 
Ye  who  mourn,  O,  cease  from  tears. 
Deeds  like  theirs  outlast  the  years. 

Crown  the  sod  with  beauteous  wreath, 
"While  our  heroes  sleep  beneath. 
Softly,  sweetly,  let  them  rest. 
With  our  benedictions  blest. 

Let  our  voices  hymn  thoir  praise,— 
Martyrs  of  illustiious  days ; 
While  their  spirits  hover  near, 
Pleased  our  grateful  song  to  hear. 
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Lord  of  Hosts !  whose  guardian  care 
Both  the  dead  and  hving  ehare ; 
"Wlien  life's  eonfliota  all  are  past. 
Bring  us  unto  peace  at  last. 

S.B.g 
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And  now,  my  comrades,  faithful  still,  again  we  wel- 
come liere 

The  saddest  and  the  gladdest  day  of  all  the  rolling 
year; 

And  come  once  more  to  decorate  with  sweet  me- 
morial flowers. 

The  early  graves,  the  honored  graves,  that  haply 
had  been  om-s. 

The  grasses  thicken  o'er  those  graves ;  more  thickly 

intertwined. 
The  roots  have  gi-own  above  each  form,  the  sacred 

sod  to  bind; 
And  so  our  common  love  hath  grown  a  thing  more 

hardly  riven, 
And  sturdier  faith  points  upward  to  the  heroes'  rest 

in  Heaven. 

On  every  hand,  throughout  the  land,  with  measured 

tread,  and  slow, 
I  seem  to  see  our  sen-ied  bands  in  sad  procession 
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And  yet,  not  Had ;  they  do  but  go  to  bid  tlie  roses 

bloom, 
And  plant  the    flag  for  which  he  died,  above  the 

soldier's  tomb. 

But   grander  army,  stateher  pomp,   and  spectacle 

more  rare, 
With  sweeter  strains  tlian.  here  awake  the  circum- 
ambient air- 
Procession  of  the  memories — the  muse  would  lead 

this  hour. 
But  -words  are  base  interpreters,  and  song  liatli  lost 
its  power. 

And  yet,  as  one  some  tiny  seed  on  eager  soil  might 

throw, 
"Whence  some  rare  plant  should  quick  upspring,  and 

into  beauty  grow ; 
E'en  so,  perchance,  some  words  of  mine,  almost  at 

random  strown, 
In  everj-  soul  may  help  beget  a  poem  of  its  own. 

We  say  this  is  "  Memorial  Day ;"  't  were  but  a  lost 

day  then, 
Did  we  discern  or  heed  no  more  than  greets  the 

outward  ken. 
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The  scene  may  gratify  the  sense ;  griind  may  the 

pageant  be, 
But  O,  'tis  neither  all  nor  what  we  long  to  feel  and 

see! 

Our  unobtrusive  place  in  life  we  each  resign   to-day, 
The  while  our  thoughts  take  rapid  mng,  and  beckon 

us  away; 
Swift  vehicles  of  memory  are  translating  us  afar. 
As  once  again  we  share  the  pomp  and  circumstance 

of  war. 
Once  more  we  wear  the  blue,  and  wield  the  musket 

or  the  blade ; 
Once  more  at  morn,  the  mounting  guard— at  eve  the 

dresB-parade ; 
Once  more  the  drill,  the  camp-roatine,  inspection 

and  review, 
One©  more,  at  break  and  close  oi  day,  reveille  and 

tattoo. 
And  yet  once  more  we  hail  the  call  to  gallant  feats 

of  arms, 
And  gather  the  experience  of  battle's  fierce  alarms. 
And  watch  the  war-cloud's  awful  frown,  and  hear 

the  shrieking  shell, 
And  view  once  more  the  blood-stained  fields,  where 

cherished  comrades  fell. 
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Once  more,  sad  little  funerals  are  seen  to  wend  tiieir 
■way, 

As  one  by  one  our  martyr  boys  embrace  tkeir  kin- 
dred clay ; 

Once  more,  by  niglit,  tbe  bivouac  beneath  the  starry 
dome^ 

The  silent  prayer,  the  brief  repose,  the  wistful 
dreams  of  home. 

O,  teU  me,  in  an  hour  like  this,  in  what  o'erwhelm- 

ing  flood 
Do  they  not  all  return— those  scenesof  toil,  and  fire, 

and  blood ! 
O,  as  we  enter  Memory's  fane,  and  tread  its  echoing 

floors. 
What  pictures  line  its  walls ;  what  spectres  hamit  its 

corridors ! 

This  day  is  theirs,  and  no  less  ours,  who,  from  the 

hither  shore 
Of  that  dark  Stygian  stream,  beheld  their  spirits 

wafted  o'er. 
The  dead  are  with  us;  we  do  feel  their  presence  as 

a  spell; 
The  memories  we  invoke  are  theirs,  but  yours  and 

mine  as  well. 
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Nor  theirs,  nor  ours  alone,  who  did  the  brunt  of 

battle  bear, 
For  in  the  rites  we  celebrate,  yet  other  hearts  mast 

share. 
Ah !  not  alone  by  those  m  martial  panoply  an-ayed, 
Upon  our  country's  altar  were  the  sacrifices  laid. 
The  sh-e,  who  with  his  blessing  bade  his  boy  that 

last "  good  bye ;" 
The  mother,  who  yearned  after  him,  as  he  went  forth, 

to  die; 
The'  maid,  who  gaye   the  honeyed  liiss,  as  bravely 

from  her  side 
He  hastened,  who  should  ne'er  return  to  claim  her 

as  his  bride ; 
Or  she,  the  mother  of  his  babes,  and  partner  of  his  life, 
"\V'hose  boon  it  was  to  bear  for  him  the  sacred  name 

of  -wife; 
"Who  sadly— oh,  how  patiently !— tho  weary  months 

beguiled, 
And  wears  to-day  tlie  widow's  weeds,  and  clasps  the 

orphan  child ; 
Have  these  no  part  in  all  the  scene  which  greets  the 

vision  here? 
Shall  we  not  hush  while  they  bedew  these  garlands 

with  a  tear  ? 
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Have  they  no  dear-bought  right,  these  sweet  observ- 
ances to  keep,— - 

O'er  which,  if  there  be  teai's  in  Heaven,  the  pious 
angeia  weep? 

Alas !  dear  friends,  sad  thoughts  miist  come  this 

hour  to  each  and  all ; 
Somehow  on   every  heart  and  Lome,   the  shadows 

seem  to  fall : 
Each  breast  some  missing  idol  shnnes,  we  would  uo- 

w^e  disown, 
Nor    with    iconoclastic     hand    dissever    from     its 

throne. 

And  yet,  somewhat  of  pride,  I  ween,  awakes  in  every 

heart, 
Which  feels  that  in  this  mighty  grief  it  justly  claims 

a  part. 
Some  Spartan  spirit  yet  inspires :    some  patriotic 

glow 
Still  warms  the  stricken  breast,  and  bids  it  bravely 

bear  the  blow. 

In  years  to  come,  as  older  grown,  the  orphan  boy 

shall  read. 
How  in  some  grand,  terrific  hour,  was  wrought  some 

matchless  deed; 
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O,  what  a  flush  of  filial  pride  his  radiant  brow  shall 

wear, 
If  he  can  say  to  all  the  world ;  "  My  iather  perished 

there ! " 

And  you,  my  comrades,  tell  me  now — how  e'er  your 
lines  be  east,^ 

As  life  is  short,  and  you  survey  the  record  of  your 
past  ;— 

Say,  is  it  not  the  darhng  thought  in  grateful  mem- 
ory's store. 

In  that  our  country's  tryii^  hour,  the  faithful  part 
you  bore ! 

'Tis  seven  brief  years,  almost  (hi  i  hour,  with  some  of 

you  I  stood 
Before  Port  Hudson,  midst  a  sea  of  carnage  and  of 

blood. 
A  chief  rode  down  the  shattered  lines,  and  kindled 

every  brow 
With  these  proud   words:   "Press  on,  my    boys; 

you're  making  history  now ! " 

Thank   God!    that  history  hath  been  made;  and 

brighter  yet  shall  shine. 
As  consummating  ages  roll,  on  blazoned  page  and 

line; 
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And  mark  in  all  tlie  storied  past,  a  moat  illustrious 

day, 
"Whose  crescent  influence  shall  be  felt,  when  we  have 

passed  away, 

And  now,  dear  friends,  I  know  what  fond  emotions 

in  each  breast. 
At  such  s.  season  still  remain,  voiceless  and  unex- 


Each  heart  in  all  this  gathered  throng  goes  some- 
where out  alone, 

And  seeks,  beside  some  single  grave,  a  treasure  of 
its  own. 

And  here  and  there  some  noble  deed,  some  few  re- 
member well. 

Whose  glory  passed  unheralded,  and  history  shall 
not  tell ; 

"Which,  done  by  some  pet  general,  had  handed  down 
his  name 

To  wonderii^  posterities :  so  dear,  so  cheap  is 
fame ! 

I  mind  me  of  a  noble  boy,  whose  mother's  sad  con- 
sent 
Enrolled  him  with   the  heroes   of  a  gallant   regi- 
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Dark  day  for  her,  bright  day  to  him,  when  tliat  ca- 
reer began, — 
Sixteen  years  old,  but  every  incli  a  soldier  and  a 


There  came  the  battle  finmraons  aa  in  hospital  he 

'i^y> 
Where  yet  the  fever  threatened  to  consume  his  life 

away; 
The  army  moved;  the  tidings  readied  the  eick  boy's 

ears  anon  ; — 
S'traightway  he  rose :  tiie  dangerous  way,  alone,  he 

followed  on  I 

There  came  a  call  for  volunteers,  with  musket  and 

fascine, 
To  first  assault  the  hostile  works,  and  fill  the  ditch 

between ; 
Whose  courage  in  that  solemn  hour  should  stand  the 

dreadful  test  ? 
The  roll  was  quickly  filled  -with  names.^thafc  boy's 

among  tlie  restl 

Next  mom,  awaiting  hasty  rites  of  sepulture,   was 

laid 
A  row  of  heroes — stark,  cold  forms — beneath  the 

forest  shade. 
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Each  rigid  face  looked  heavenward  with  fixed  and 

stony  stare, 
And — saddest  sight  of  all  to  me — the  noble  boy  lay 

there! 

The  blanket  ia  his  knapsack  found,  his  winding-sheet 

was  made, 
And,  all  uiieofEned,  in  the  trench  his  mangled  corpse 

was  laid ; 
With  reverent   hands  the  clods  above  his  lifeless 

form  were  pressed. 
And  so,  his  work  well  done,  the  youthJid  warrior 

was  at  rest ! 

Above  his  dust  the  stranger  treads  to-day,  and  hood- 

eth  not ; 
I  know  in  aU  that  lonely  waste  I  eould  not  find  the 

spot; 
Tet,  unforgetful  of  the  life   that  boy  his   country 

gave, 
I  tell  you,  here  and  now  I  place  a  wreath  upon  his 

grave! 

So,  each  and  all,  bring  flowers,  bring  flowers,  whose 

perfume  shall  arise 
From  graves  of  heroes  near  and  far,  to  scent  the  very 

skies. 
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■Where  these  our  dead  do  live  t^ain,  and  keep  their 

blest  abodes, 
And  smiUng  Hebe  serves  for  them  the  banquet  of 

the  gods. 

S.B.S. 


MT  AMANUENSIS. 

IBSOaiBED    TO  MISS  LIZZIE  HAND. 

A  HAHD80MB  maiden  here  at  my  right  hand, 
A  sonnet  for  her  album  doth  command. 
She's  trebly  handsome ;— for,  you  understand— 
Sho  writes,  and  has,  and  is,  a  handsome  Hand. 
To  phrase  it  handsome  ;— handsome  little  "  Liz  " 
Not  only  handsome  does,  bat  handsome  is. 

S.BA 
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SUNRISE  FROM  THE  SIERRAS. 

The  gentle  lustre  of  the  morning  stai-,— 

The  sweet  submission  in  its  fading  rays 
The  rising  radiance  of  the  golden  bar, 

The  eastern  sky  ia  grayish  fields  displays ; 
The  leaping  up  from  some  great  sea  of  fire, 

Of  mighty  lances  of  resistless  light,^ 
Betokening  the  Day-King's  fierce  desire, 

"With  martial  pomp  to  slay  the  hosts  of  night ! 
0.  A.  S. 
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FABEWBLL  HYMN  TO  EEV.  J.  B.  P 

BUNG    BY   SUNDAY   SCHOLAES,   CHEIST    CHUBCH,    BRIDOE- 

roRT,  com!.,  APRIL  17,  1870. 


pARBWELL !  sad  word  repeated  oft, 

As  through  life's  pilgrimage  Tve  -wend ; 
TareweU  I  land  guardian  of  our  souls, 

Beloved  Pastor,  guide  and  friend. 
Our  infant  voices  gladly  join 

In  grateful  blessings,  ere  we  part ; 
And  bid  thee  bear  to  other  scenes, 

The  thanMul  tribute  of  each  heart. 

Thy  faithful  toil  through  all  the  years 

Here  m  thy  Master's  vineyard  spent, 
Tliis  hour  we  Hnger  to  recall. 

With  sad  and  glad  emotions  blent. 
And  thou,  where'er  thy  lot  be  cast, 

In  sweet  remembrances,  we  tnow 
This  consecrated  place  shalt  keep, 

And  us,  the  friends  of  days  ago. 

J'areweU !  still  in  thy  Lord's  employ, 

Elsewhere  hie  message  mayst  thou  bring, 
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And  other  young  disciples  teach 

His  grace  to  seek,  His  praise  to  sing. 

O  blessed  -work,  and  workman  blest ! 
Wo  bid  thee  Godspeed  on  thy  way ; 

Glad  be  thy  harvest,  late  thy  rest 
In  realms  of  everlasting  day ! 

And  in  that  day,  and  in  those  realms, 

May  we  at  last  together  meet ; 
And,  at  the  shining  throne  of  God, 

Pastor  and  flock,  each  other  greet. 
Tliere,  as  the  endless  ages  roll. 

May  we  in  radiant  splendor  shine 
Among  the  jewels— ransomed  souls— 

That  deck  the  crown  that  shall  be  thine. 
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BUNG  AT  DEDICATION  OF  JULIA.  SUMNER  HALL,  GREAT 

BAKEINGTON,  MASS.,  JUNE  28,  1871. 

jiij'— GBEENni.LE. 

Now  let  gentle  memory  lead  iis, 

While  this  hour  our  thoughts  recall 
Forma  of  loved  ones  -who  precede  ua 

"Whither  we  are  hastening  all. 
Weak  we  know  our  best  endeavor, 

'Gainst  the  Lethean  wave  to  strive, 
Still  ivith  human  fondness  ever, 

Would  we  keep  our  dead  alive. 

His  behest  this  hour  obeying, 

Who,  for  sake  of  memory  dear, 
Crowned  au  earnest  hfe,  essaying 

These  memorial  walla  to  rear. 
Thus  we  gather,  while  we  listen 

To  famiUar  tones  of  yore, 
And  while  eyes  in  sadness  ghsten. 

Here  to  glisten  nevermore! 

Side  by  side  they  now  are  sleeping, — 
Siro  and  daughter,  in  the  tomb  ; 

Kindred  froin  afar  stand  weeping. 
And  all  hearts  are  filled  with  gloom ; 
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She,  in  womanhood's  first  dawning, 
He,  of  ripe  three  score  and  ten, 

Both  he  waiting  that  bright  morning, 
When  God's  own  shall  wake  again. 

'Neath  the  flow'rets  o'er  them  blooming  — 

Summer's  verdure,  winter's  snows — 
Only  faith  our  souls  illuming, 

We  must  leave  them  in  repose. 
So,  wherever  God  shall  call  us. 

Wide  woi'ld  o'er,  our  lines  to  east, 
And  whatever  late  befall  us. 

Death  shall  claim  us  all  at  last ! 

Father,  sister,  otu'  sad  pleasure, 

With  fratemal,  iilial  cai-e. 
Tills  fair  cenotaph  to  treasure, 

So  its  walls  your  names  shall  bear  ; 
And  when  loved  ones  gone  before  ua, 

Wave  for  us  their  welcome  wands. 
Each  and  all,  may  God  restore  us, 

To  the  "  House  not  made  with  hands ! " 
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TO  TABLEAU  OP  CAGLI03TB0  8  MIEROS,  BEIDOEPORT, 
COStT.,  OPERA  HOUSE,    DEOEMBER,  1873. 

Kind  friends,  we  bring  you,  in  a  waif  of  rhjme, 
A  curious  story  of  the  olden  time. 

K-Qow  then,  there  hved  a  hundred  years  ago, 
"Where  yet  the  Amo,  and  the  Tiber  flow. 
One  Cagliostro,  by  whose  magic  skill. 
Loved  ones,  and  lost,  were  re-produced  at  will 
Upon  his  mirror ;  which  he  did  contrive, 
By  sorcerer's  art,  to  make  the  dead  alive. 
Tradition  adds :  it  pleased  him  to  discover 
This  power  occult  unto  a  sighing  lover, — 
"Whose  mistress,  early  snatched  from  liis  embrace, 
Among  angeUc  beings  had  a  place. 

So,  one  by  one,  within  the  magic  glass, 
The  youth  beheld,  in  bright  procession,  pass 
Beings  divine,  recalled  from  their  abodes 
In  far-off  regions,  habited  by  gods. 
And,  one  by  one,  he  saw,  but  to  ignore, 
Untii  at  last,  the  field  of  vision  o'er 
A  beauteous  image  moved  ;  and  on  lijm  shone 
A  rapturous  glance,  responsive  to  his  ov-ii. 
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No  more,  can  Heaven  itself  the  maid  retain, 
Wkom  Love,  transcendent  woos  to  earth  again  I 
Mortal,  but  radiant  with  eolestial  charms. 
Once  more  she  calls  her  idol  to  her  arms ! 

Enough :  the  story  hath  been  briefly  told, — 
What  you  have  heard  jour  eyes  shall  now  behold  I 
S.  B.  S. 
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BEAD  AT   THE  OPENING  OP  THE  BEIDGEPOET  OPERA 
HOUSE,  DECEMBER   26,  1870. 

One  moment  let  the  play  abide ;  for  'tis  not  meet  to 


A  stranger  Toice  first  break  tiie  spell,  and  greet  th' 

expectant  ear. 
Would  some  more    graceful    song    than   miuo,  its 

message  might  indite. 
To  bid  ye  welcome,  each  and  all,  this  glad,  auspi- 

cioas  night ! 

This  night  'tis  mine  to  speak  to  you  first  -words  of 

joyous  cheer. 
Within  these  walls, we  trust  shall  stand  thro'  manya 

prosperous  year. 
Almost  we  know,  when  he  who  built,  and  we  and 

ours  are  not. 
This  temple  still  shall  crown  its  site,  and  beautify 

the  spot. 

All  men  are  builders ;  in  their  day  all  men  must 

builders  be 
Of  some  creation,  good  or  ill,  their  fellow-men  may 
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Of  wood,  or  stone,  or  thought,  or  deed ; — some  fabric 

they  must  give, 
To  speak  for  them  ivhen  passed  away,  and  their  owii 

hves  outlive. 

But,  not  to  court  didactic  strain — I  deem  his  fortune 

kind, 
Who,  hence  departing,  haply  leaves  some  monument 

behind. 
Built,    not   to    cnimble    o'er    Ms   dnsfc,  apart   from 

haunts  of  men. 
But  to  present  him  where  he  wrought,  and  living 

still  as  then. 

So  I  regard  the  rare  old  man,- — our  neighbor  and 

our  friend, 
Whoso  lot  has  been,  amid  tliese  scenes,  these  fifty 

years  to  spend. 
And  now  on  soil  acquired  by  toil,  in  earlier,  lustier 

days, — 

r  of  a  fruitful  life,  this  cenotaph  to  raise. 


Events  oft  happen  as  we  wend  our  way  along  time's 

shore. 
Which  bid  us  pause,  and  look  behind,  and  round  us, 

and  before ; 
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And  50,  this  night,  we  can  but  list  to  voices  of  tho 

past, 
And  scan  the  present,  while  wg  strive  the  future  to 

forecast. 

So,  with  our  aged  friend,  we  take  the  wings  of  mem- 
ory, 

And  almost  from  its  birth  o'erlook  this  nineteenth 
century ; 

Behold  the  quiet  hay,  where  hero  and  there  the  sail 
boats  ghde. 

While  peacefully  the  hamlet  sleeps,  the  watery  waste 
beside. 

But  leas  remote,  the  scene  is  changed,  and  now  tlie 

bustling  town. 
With  marts  of  trade  and  numerous  spires  appears, 

the  slope  to  crown. 
On    the    horizon,   far  away,   the    eye    discerns    a 

speck ; — 
It  Hears ;  the  Nimrod  !  and  we  see  Jobs  Beooks  upon 

the  deck ! 

Again    the    panorama    shifts ;    a    city   greets    onr 

ken. 
With  fre^hted  vessels  at  her  wharves,  and  streets 

alive  with  men. 
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And  now  wo  hear  the  engine's  shriek,  along  Pequon- 

nock's  shore  :— 
Geoi^e  Griswold  blows  the  stage-horn  afc  the  Prank- 

lin  House  no  more ! 

One  step — a  lapse  of  twenty  years — and  now,  upon 

the  green, 
The  massi-ve  halls  of  Justice  rise  benignant  o'er  the 

scene ; 
Excited   suitors  help  io  sweU  the  bustle  and  the 

din. 
And — sure  sign  of  prosperity— how  lawyers  do  floclt 

ml 

Hearer  we  come,  apace  with  time,  until,  on  every 

hand, 
The  palaces  of  industry — the  mammoth  workshops 

stand; 
A    busier    aspect    everywhere    distinguishea    the 


'Mid  rush  and  ring  and  roll  and  roar  and  rumble  of 
machinery ! 

And  meanwhile, — we  begin  to  note,^aris6  on  eveiy 

side, 
Abodes   of    wealth  and   luxuiy,   magnihcence   and 

pride; 
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And,  bettor  still,  abodes  we  see,  whose  plain  exterior 

tells 
Where  modest  means  keep  "  home,  sweet  home,"  and 

frugal  comfort  dwells. 

The  school-house  rears  a  loftier  front ;  the  church 

more  graadly  towers ; 
(I  say  my  prayers  at  old  St,  Johns ;— of  course  I 

don't  mean  oura) 
The  Library  out-grows  its  sliell ;  the  city  hall  looks 

gayer, 
It's  "  some"  to  be  a  councilman  ;  it's  famous  to  be 

mayor ! 

Esthetic  taste  is  manifest ;  the  city's  pride  and 
boast 

Are  centred  in  the  loveUest  park  on  all  New  Eng- 
land's coast. 

Kind  charity  opes  wide  her  doors ;  the  orphan  need 
not  roam, 

Nor  widow  weep  :  here  each  may  find  a  haven  and  a 
home. 

The  alms-house  wears  a  winsome  look ;  and  often- 
times, when  floored 
By  impecuniosity,  I'm  wondering  how  they  board — 
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Nay  more,  'tis  pleasant  to  reflect,  -when  all  resources 
fail, 

And  worae  grows  worst ;  one  refuge  still — a  most  de- 
lightful jail ! 

The  city  borders  widen  out,  and  every  truant  son 

Who  sought  a  Fairfield  for  his  home— we  cap- 
tured evei  J  one  1 

Our  Black  Rock  neighbors  deemed  it  first  a  chasten- 
ing from  the  Lord ; 

They've  now  some  sixteen  candidates  for  Alderman, 
First  Ward!" 

Across  the  harbor,  hope  deferred  long  saw  an  un- 
couth ridge ; 

But  now  it  beara  symmetric  shape,  and  Bridgeport 
boasts  a  bridge. 

Eight  glad  the  muse  records  its  birth,  and  gives  it 
place  in  rhyme ; 

Long  may  it  stand,  and  long  defy  old  Ocean  and 
old  Thne! 

Now,  shall  we  lift  the  envious  veil  wherethro'  we 

dimly  see, 
And  in  our  fancy,  picture  forth  the  city  that  shall  be, 

■AlluBion  to  annexation  of  a  part  of  Faitfield  to  Eridgeporf, 
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Wliflii  fifty  superadded  years  shall  shed  their  leaves 

and  snows. 
Still  making  the  waste  place  rejoice,  and  blossom  as 

the  rose  ? 

Well  may  we  hope,  that  long  aa  Peace  shall  hold 

her  gladsome  reign. 
And  Industry  her  hosts  deploy  throughout  her  vast 

domain, 
This  busy  port,  so  close  beside  the  gateway  of  the 

world, 
May  write  "  Excelsior  "  on  its  flag,  and  keep  its  folds 

unfurled. 

Meanwhile,  as  other  atractures  rear  their  walls  on 
every  hand. 

This  edifice,  unspoiled  of  time,  and  beauteous  still, 
shall  stand. 

Tradition  says,  its  site  was  once  the  dowry  of  a 
bride. 

"We  prize  it  as  the  builder's  gift  to  us,  this  festal- 
tide. 

Here,  many  and  many  a  year,  as  generations  come 
and  go, 

Science  and  art  shall  prophecy,  and  wit  and  wis- 
dom flow ; 
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Here  eloquence   shall  charm   the  ear,  and   melody 

outpotu', 
While  roll  the  seasons,  and  when  we   shall  tread 

life's  stf^e  no  more. 

For  so  we  go ;  oiir  life  is  all  a  drama  and  a  dream — 
The  muse  wonld  gladly  linger  still  to  dwell  upon  the 

theme, 
I  crave  your  pardon ;  you  shall  see  blithe  Ida  Vernon 

soon; 
Yeai-s  gone,  'twas  my  delight  to  hear  her  play  "  The 

Honeymoon !" 

And  now — interpreter  between  recipients  and  giver— 
For  him, — long  hfe   and  walk  sei-ene,  this  side  of 

Jordan's  river ; 
For  you;— with  patriarchal  love,   he  greets    your 

presence  here. 

And  bids  yon   "  Merry  Christmas,"  and  a  "  Happy, 

Glad  New  Year  !"* 

S.  B.  S. 

•  Tba  Opera  Honse  was  erected  by  the  venerable  Lewis  a 
Segee,  present  on  the  occasion,  but  since  deceased. 


,1  Google 


,1  Google 


"  I  HOPE  TO  HEAB  SEEEDILY  FBOM  YOU,  APTEB   WHAT 

I  TRUST   WILL  EB  A  PBOSPEBOUS  VOYAGE  TO 

AND  BX¥K  ARRIVAL  IN  AMERICA." 


J ,  Sf'V'-vvvvi 
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IN  MEMOBIAM.^ 
0  PBICEtEsa  hours  wero  thine  and  mino, 
Dear  Brother !  in  that  far  off  land, 
Where  last,  together,  hand  in  hand, 
We  stood  beside  the  baaks  of  Ehine. 

Together,  through  the  storied  halls 
Where  Art  its  lavish  treasures  brings; 
Amidst  the  homes  and  tombs  of  kings  ; 
Within  renowned  Cathedral  walis, 

We  strayed ;  until  where,  grim  and  hoar, 
Old  Heidelberg  its  tale  repeats, 
And  Neekar  aye  his  Brother  meets, 
We  parted,  who  should  meet  no  more. 

I  know  it  now,  how  I  did  yearn 

Prom  those  loved  scenes  to  bid  thee  come ; 

And  o'er  wide  ocean  bring  thee  home. 

Nor  speali:  "  Farewell,"  but  plead  "  Eetui'n ! " 

'Twae  all  unselfish  ;  for  methought 

How  unto  gentle  studies  wed, 

And  how  by  fine  ambition  led. 

Thou  would'st  not  leave  thy  work  nnwrought. 


'  PeriBhed  at  tte  wceot  of  staamship  Atlaatio,   off  Halifax, 
April  1st,  1873,  Albert  lacrease  Sumner. 
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So,  tarrying  in  that  glorious  land, — 
Where  heavenly  music  seems  foretold. 
And  pours  its  floods  o'er  shrines  of  gold,- 
I  gave  to  thee  the  parting  hand. 

Since  then,  with  fond  fraternal  eare,— 
Expectant  of  bright  days  to  come, 
A  throne  ■within  my  own  dear  home, — 
I've  kept  for  thee  the  waiting  chair. 

Within  Westminster's  goi^eous  Urn, 
Last  htany  thou  didst  repeat ; 
Then  swift  foreran  the  message  sweet, — 
The  harbinger  of  glad  rettirn. 

Now  in  famfliar  JWinster  walls 
The  Organ  waits  thy  wizard  hands. 
And  tuneful  choir,  thy  skilled  commands 
To  hail  the  Easter  f 


My  God !  as  thunderbolt  the  shock ! 
Too  well  I  knew  that  gentle  form 
Could  ne'er  withstand  the  furious  storm, 
The  frenzied  wave,  the  heartless  rock. 


*  Albert  was  returning  from  Europe,  to  fill  an  i 
oi^anist  in  St.  John's  Churoi,  Bridgeport,  Conn. 
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I  madly  cried :  "  Can  God  be  good. 
And  giTidge  that  little  meed  of  care 
From  His  Omnipotence ;  nor  spare 
My  darling  from  the  dastard  flood? 

And  He  who  walked  the  billowy  sea 
Aforetime ;  and,  with  shining  hand 
Did  wave  majestic al  command, 
And  whisper  '  Peace '  on  Galilee ; — 

Could  He  not,  with  benignant  arm, 
,  Uplift  from  out  that  yawning  grave 
One  more — ^Just  one— and  pitying  save 
That  tender,  harmless  boy  fi-om  harm  ?  " 

'Tis  past,  and  I  am  calmer  now, 
As  here,  upon  this  moaning  shore, 
He  Ues  so  still ;  and  bending  o'er, 
I  note  such  calmness  on  his  brow. 

And,  in  that  better  "  Fatherland," 
Faith  pictures  AuiERT,  disenthralled  ;- 
Among  the  heavenly  choirs  installed ; — 
An  angel's  harp  is  in  his  hand  ! 

S.  B. 
HiLiFAs,  N.  e.,  April  7,  1873. 
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We  separate  ;  the  girls  and  boys  divide — 
Eacli  to  a  place  distinct,  or  quite  alone  ; 

Our  mthlesa  paswions  'neath  the  altar  hide 
The  saerifiees,  till  the  hours  are  flown. 

We  hear  by  chance,  in  a  far  distant  land. 

That  John  and  Mary  have  long  since  been  wed ; 

The  babes  we  left,  at  manhood's  portals  stand, 
And  ah,  God  help  us !  some  sweet  friends  are  dead. 

Then  comes  a  flood  of  unrestrained  grief ; 

Upon  our  past,  our  common  hours,  we  dwell. 
Our  retrospect  is  cheated  of  relief, 

Remorse  encircles  Hke  the  flames  of  helL 

But  Heaven  will  help  us  ;  as  we  meditate. 
One  star  sheds  comfort,  and  our  pangs  abate. 

C.  A.  S. 
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BEAD  AT  A    DINNEK    OF    FAIEFIELD  COUNTY    BAB,  CON- 
NBCriCDT,   GIVEN  TO  CHIEF  JUDGE  OltlGLN  S    bEY- 

MOUE,  EBBRUAEY,  1871"* 
[Judge  Brewater,  of  the  Court  of  Common  Ple'iS,  wan  called  on 
to  respond  to  the  toost  "  Ciru,rts  of  lAmil  i  JunsdiduM,  but  ho 
said  Judge  Sumner  presided  over  a  court  ot  stiU  more  iipiited 
juriadiotion  than  hia  own,  tlioi^h  it  is  one  which  Sumner  olaims 
is  the  court  of  last  resort  ;  whereupon  Judge  Sumner  responded 
as  follows  -.^Sridgeport  Standard-^ 

I  KNEW,  I  knew  these  lively  chaps  would   stop  at 

nothing  short 
Of  seeking,  in  this  dreadful  strife,  the  court  of  last 

resort  ;— 
In  other  words,  the  court  that  waits  the  drainage  of 

life's  cup. 
And  then  inquires,  for  all  his  pranks,  how  much  the 

man  "  cuts  up." 

•  This  dinner  waa  tendered  to  Chief  Justice  Seymour  on  his  re- 
tdiement  from  the  Bonoh,— he  Imving  reached  the  age  of  BeTeniy 
years,  wMoh— very  absurdly— disqualiflea  one  from  holding  ju- 
dicial ofSce  in  Connectieut.  The  Court  hoii^  in  session,  all  the 
judges  were  present,  and  apeectea  were  made  hy  tho  succeeding 
Chief  Justice,  Hon.  John  D.  Park ;  Es-TJ.  S.  Vice-President,  La- 
feyetto  S.  Foster  ;  Judge  Woodruff,  of  the  H.  8.  Circuit  Court ; 
Governor  Charles  It.  IngersoU  ;  Hon.  G.H.Hollister ;  Col.  Hel- 
eon  Ii.  White,   State  Attorney,   and  many  others.    Hon.  J.  C. 
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I  tell  you,  when  you  probe  the  Court  of  Probate, 

you  shall  find, 
In  consequence  of  consequence,  it  iRn't  far  behind. 
It  wants  a  man  of  pai-ts,  be  sure,  to  understand  tlie 

rides. 
To  care  for  all  the  widows,  and  the  infants,  and  the 

fools. 

I  magnify  my  office,  then,  as  everybody  should, — 

And  say  that,  in  a  quiet  way,  I'm  doing  heaps  of  good. 

It's  all  the  speech  I'U  make  for  my  constituents'  dis- 
section ; 

You  see  it's  only  two  months  hence,  there 'U  bo  a 
new  election. 

But  this  is  neither  here  nor  there ;  I  chiefly  rose  to  say 

How  pleased  I  am  to  meet  our  proud  Fraternity  to- 
day, 

And  help  entwine  a  graceful  wreath  around  his  hon- 
ored brow, 

Wlio,  having  fought  a  noble  fight,  puts  off  liia  armor 


Iioomis  presided,  and  made  the  intreduotory  speech .  At  a  subse- 
quent meeting  of  the  Fairfield  County  Bar,  a  committee  was  ap- 
pointed to  puhliah.  all  the  prooeedings  in  a  permanent  form  ;  hut 
as  the  committee  (of  wHch  the  author  of  these  lines  was  a  mem- 
ber) has  never  done  its  duty,  these  remarks  will  not  be  deem- 
ed out  OfpLlCB. 
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Thrice  blest  the  man  who,  counting  up  his  three 
score  years  and  ten, 

Presents  a  model  in  himself,  unto  his  feUow  men  ; 

And  in  the  plenitude  of  aU  his  varied,  ripened  pow- 
ers, 

Beholds  a  gladsome  retrospect  of  unnegleeted  hours ; 

And,  gajdng  forward,  can  discern  a  pleasant  pilgi-im- 

age 
Adown  the  smooth  declivities  of  a  serene  old  age  ; 
Assured  that,  when  his  day  is  done,  he  shall  but 

sink  to  rest, 
As  summer  sun,  with  aU  his  radiant  banners,  in  the 

west. 
E'en  such  the  man,  whose  patriarchal  presence  here 

we  greet. 
As  round  the  festive  board  to-night,  his  fond  disci- 
ples meet. 
To  here  pronounce  o'er  him   oiu:  benedictive  word 

"  well  done  ! " 
And  for  ourselves  uplift  the  prayer,  "  Q-od  bless  us, 

every  one  t " 

Let  wiseacres  and  shallow  fools  deny  the  truth  who 
can, 

The  thorough  lawyer  can  but  be,  and  is,  the  tho- 
rough man. 
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What  cultured  gifts  must  all  combinG,  and  in  his 
being  blend, 

Not  all  mantind,  I  ween,  are  fit  to  gauge  or  compre- 
hend. 

"What  arduous  toil,  what  anxious  care  ;  how  rigorous 

the  school 
Wherein  onr  jealous  mistress  holds  ns  subject  to  her 

rule, 
Is  ours,  who  strive  our  best  within  this  sphere  of  life 

to  go. 
Let  those,  and  those  alone,  recount,  who  best  can 

fool  and  know. 

I've  made  a  brief  upon  this  point ;  and  from  statis- 
tics, say — 

The  lawyers,  of  professionals,  do  most  for  smallest 
pay. 

The  ayerage  lawyer — overhaul  the  record,  and  be 


Works  always  hard, — lives  pretty  well, — and  goes  to 
Heaven,  poor. 

And  yet  we  lead  a  pleasant  life ;  the  company  is 
good, 

And  gentle  fellowship  obtains  within  our  brother- 
hood. 
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Exceptions  but  confii-m  the  rule  ;  and,  tate  us  all 

together, 
A  nolalor  band,  I  dare  declare,  were  never  bound  by 

tether. 

And  aU  the  world,  whatc'or  it  says,  respects  the  le- 
gal calling, 

And  must  confess,  that  but  for  us,  its  state  would  be 
appalling ; 

The  very  man  who  linds  iu  our  pursuit  the  bi^est 
flaw, 

If  he  can  boast  a  boy  with  brains,  will  have  him 
study  law ! 

My  time  is  up,— a  health  to  all ;  and  unto  him  ere- 

while 
Our  honored  chief ;  who  now  returns  to  join  the  rank 

and  ffle, — 
Long  life; — and  when  in  heavenly  courts  ho  stands  at 

last,  be  then 

His  children's  children's  proudest  boast — illustrious 

OkiGEn! 

S.  B.  S. 


,1  Google 


READ  AT  A  DIKNEE  GIVEN    TO  P.  T.  BAEXUltt,  AT  ATLiNTIC 
HOTEL,   BRIDGEPOHT,  CONN.,  1874- 

I'm  no  pianist ;  ne'erthelesa  a  ptean  I  must  sing 
This  night  in  honor  of  oiir  guest,  the  famoii'H  Money 

King; 
The  man  who  keeps  informing  us  that  poverty's  a 

bltmder. 
And  rolls  up  wealth  befcffo  our  eyes,  while  we  look 

on  and  wonder. 

If  Alfred  Mantalini  could  have  chanced  this  man 

to  see, 
His  first  ejaculation  must  have  been,  as  you'll  agree, 
"  Of  all  demnition  wonderments  that  swell  his  fame 

and  pelf. 
There  never  was  a  demnder  one  than  Earaum  is, 

himself ! " 

There's  no  such  thing  as  ciphei-ing  the  gauge  of  such 

a  man; 
To-day  its  business  iu  New  York — to-morrow  in 

Japan  : 
One  day  beneath  the  sea,  to  find  some  learned,  lovely 

shark, — 
The  nest,  way  off,  on  Ararat,  for  pieces  of  the  Ark  I 
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Sometunea  he  calls  for  quarter,  -with  the  giant  Fe- 

Fo-Frnn ; 
And  then  again  he  captures  ua  with  General  Tom 

Thumb; 
One  day  in  Bridgeport,  stating  out  new  streets  across 

his  farm. 
The  next,  in  Windsor  Castle,  with  Victoria  on  his  arm. 

One  day  upon  the  prairies,  looldng  out  for  freaks  of 

nature ; 
The   next,  in  Hartford,  speech-making  before   the 


One  day,  the  Bearded  Woman ;  next,  the  Mermaid 
with  her  comb ; 

And  now,  the  Hippopotamus,  and  now,  the  Hippo- 
drome. 

To-day,  reoallii^  from  the  deep,  oblivious  shades  of 

death, 
And  so,  rejuvenating  and  rejoicing  old  Joyce  Heth ; 
To-morrow,  showing  all  at  once,  tlie  wondrous  twins 

of  Siam, 
Ajii  Julius  Cresar's  boxing-gloves,  and  fish-pole  used 

by  Priam. 

One  day,  the  fiery  element  his  big  Museum  slashes, 
But  next  day,  lo !  it  rises  as  a  Phoems:  from  its  ashes ; 
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And  while  the  croaliers  shake  their  heads,  and  dubi- 
ously figure, 

The  Crocodile  gives  broader  smile, — tlie  show  keeps 
growing  bigger ! 

I  never,  never,  saw  his  like  ;  and  so  I  might  as  well 

Give  o'er  at  once  the  vain,  attempt  all  his  exploits  to 
tell; 

It's  all  recorded — read  of  aU— cm  everybody's 
shelf; 

"  Biography  of  P.  T.  Barniim,  written  by  him- 
self. ' 

There's  not  a  journal  round  the  world,  vi-hose  col- 
umns haven't  known  him ; 

Nor  board-fence,  on  whose  superfice,  bill-postera 
haven't  shown  him. 

No  savage  or  philosopher ;  no  Gentile,  Greek  or 
Roman, 

But  Imows  of  this  vibiquitous,  inevitable  showman. 

But  "  showman  "  though  he  style  himself,  we  know 

the  word  but  tella 
A  vulgar  fraction  of  what  force  within  his  manhood 

dwells. 
An  orator  of  wide  repute,  a  poet  and  a  preacher. 
An  author  and  an  editor ;  a  student  and  a  teacher ; 


,1  Google 


FOEM.  369 

A  wit,  of  never  failing  fimd  within  his  storehouse 
ample ; 

Of  Temperance,  alike  renowned  Apostle  and  ex- 
ample ; 

Philanthropist,  witli  human  kind,  not  merely  sym- 
pathetic. 

But  generoiTS  and  bountiful,  and  grandly  ener- 
getic ; 

And  last — by  no  means  least — of  all ; — and  that  is 

why  we  come 
Thus  heai-tily  to    welcome    him — a    lover    of    his 

home; 
A  homo  that  proudly  crowns  to-day  a  whilom  barren 

waste,— 
The  triumph  and  the  marvel  now  of  fine  esthetic 

taste. 

But  prouder  monument  for  him ;  within  the  city's 

bound, 
Full  many   a   score  of  happy  habitations  may  be 

found. 
Whose  owners  will  not  soon  forget  the  prudent  head 

that  planned 
Tie  homes  they  ne'er  had  builded,  but  for  Bamum's 

helping  hand ! 
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oil  1  when  the  leaf  of  human  life  is  turning  sere  and 

yellow. 
One's  best  reflection  can  but  be,  that  iie  has  served 

his  fellow. 
How  many  a  man  liad  been  a  wreck,  whose  fate  had 

quite  undone  him, 
If  Bamiun  hadn't  raised,  and  put  wheels  under  him, 

and  "  ran  "  him  ! 

Now    if    our    fellow-citizen    had    been     a    sordid 

hunks, 
Who  hoarded  all  his  ti'easures  in  old  stockings,  and 

in  tnmks, 
We  simply  should  have  set  him  down  a  flinty-hearted 

sinner. 
Instead  of  voting  him  a  "  brick  "  and  complimental 

dinner. 

And  so  we  wish  it  underatood,  and  thoroughly  in- 
ferred ; — 

These  testimonials  of  esteem — we  mean  them,  every 
word. 

We  toast  not  wealth,  nor  simply  brains  ;  but,  as  we 
proudly  can, — 

The  qualities  that  always  make  the  hero  and   tlie 
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Long  life  and  health  to  him   and  his,  to   do  and 

gather  good ; 
And  when  at  last  he  shall  be   called  to  cross  tho 

Stygian  flood, 
Surviving  friends  with  tearful  eyes,  beholding  him 


Shall  place  his  statue,  1  predict,  within  the 
Park; 

And  every  boy  who  looks  thereon,  the  record  shall 

review. 
And  learn  what  steady  Yankee  pluck  and  industry 

can  do ; 
And  as  our  city  gi'ows   apace,   an     ever  crescent 

fame, 
As  halo,   shall  surround  her  pristine  Benefactor's 


And  meanwhile,  he'll  be  ransacking  the   Universe 

for  "  stai-s," 
And  lay  a  cable  through   the   air  from  Jupiter   to 

Mars, 
And  institute  a   comet-race,   on  some   tremendous 

■wager,  - 
And  cage  up  Taurus,  Scorpio,  the  Whale,  and  Ursa 

Major ; 
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And  hire  the   Twins — oh   Gemini !— to  managQ   a 
balloon, 

And  malie  an  exhibition  of   the  okl  man    in  the 
moon; 

And  in  the  vast  ai-ena,  pit  the  Sickle  of  the  Lion 

Against   the   yfranted   sword   and  belt  of  arrogani 
Orion ; 

And,  finally,  discovering  the  brink  of  Hades'  crater, 

Put  out  the  conflagration  -with  his  Eire  Annihilator ; 

Exorcise  from  the  neighborhood,  the  "  eiissed  "  imps 
of  evil, 

Nor  rest,  till  he  has  raised,  reformed,  and  then — EN- 
GAGED—the  Devil ! 

S.  B.  S. 


,1  Google 


MAETYRBOM  IN  THE  TEMPLR 

martyedom:  in  the  temple. 

A  BEEKSHIKE   BALLAD. 

It  was  the  towii  of  Otis,— 

It  -was  a  Sabbath  day, 
To  which  I  call  your  notice 

In  sympathetic  way. 
An  August  Sim  was  shining, 

In  temper  most  intense ; 
The  clock  was  near  defining 

When  service  should  commence. 
At  chapel  we  were  greeted, — 

My  Brother  Sam  and  I,— 
With  courtesies,  and  seated 

Oonspicnously  high. 
A  stall-pew  on  the  bow  aisle, 

Assigned  to  us  alone, 
Presented  us  in  profile. 

As  Tictims  on  a  throne ! 
For  every  waiting  creature. 

Who  knew  the  native  sire,* 
On  each  resembling  feature 

Must  searchingly  inquire. 
*  Onr  ftitlier,  Increase  Sumner,  was  a  jiative  of  Otia 
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With  painfuUest  reflection, 

Concerning  how  and  why 
We  were  on  this  inspection, 

Sat  Brother  Sam  and  I. 

With  Corsioan  refinement 

Of  mutual  sense  of  woe, 
We  kept  up  our  alignment,— 

Well,  how  I  do  not  know. 

But  there,  our  fate  bemoaning, 

We  silently  implored 
The  help  the  Eeetor's  coming 

Would  naturally  afford. 

And  when  the  aggregation 
Of  thoughts  we  must  defy 

Suggested  suffocation, 
Or  some  explosive  cry ; — 

Eight  then,  when  for  the  Kector 
We  could  have  jumped  and  cheered, 

At  farthcTOst  door  a  spectre 
Obtrusively  appeared! 

Forthwith  our  whole  attention 
Was  conquered  and  converged : 

The  act  of  apprehension 
Foregoing  fea.i-s  submeiged. 
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A  tall  and  slender  woman ; 

Not  less  than  seventy-five ; 
Who  looked  just  less  than  human, 

And  scarcely  more  'n,  ahve. 

She  was  so  slim  and  bony  ; 

The  blood  bo  spare  m  her ! 
A  true  synchronous  crony 

For  the  ancient  mariner. 

Her  bodice  had  descended 

From  portraits  of  Queen  Bess  ; 

But  many  fashions  blended 
Throughout  her  satin  dress. 

A  reticule  of  netting 

Was  dangling  from  her  waist ; 
A  brooch  of  oroide  setting 

Resplendent  gleamed  with  paste. 

A  climbiug  ivory  jocko 

Adorned  the  shade  she  lugged ; 
And,  bound  in  red  morocco, 

A  prayer-book  huge  she  hu^ed. 

In  color  of  the  carrot, 

Her  ringlets  were  afiamo  ; 

In  pattern  of  the  parrot, 

Her  nose  wa^  much  the  same. 
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Her  eyes  were  fierce  rejninders 
Of  sprite  and  goblin  dreams ; 

Her  glasses,  flanked  by  blindera, 
Were  cased  in  tortoise  beams. 

But  speech  seems  dia appearing, 
And  memory  shrinks  with  dreai 

"When  I  approach  the  geaaing 
She  wore  upon  her  head. 

It  was  a  close-thatched  lean~to  ; 

It  was  a  prompter's  lair ; 
It  was  a  sounding  screen  to 

An  olden  bishop's  chair. 

It  was  a  miller's  crater; 

It  was  a  tavern  shed ; 
It  was  a  radiator 

For  gas-lights  overhead. 

It  was  a  Leghorn  tunnel, 

Kesembling  in  degree, 
The  ventilatii^  funnel 

Of  steamships  of  the  sea. 

The  trimmings  on  a  fraction 
Of  that  stupendous  plan, 

Were  fit  to  cause  disti-action 
In  simple-minded  man. 
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Across  the  skull-close  bonuet, 
And  slightly  up  tlie  grade, 

With  spangled  gauze  upon  it, 
Were  knots  of  crimson  braid. 


se  cones  upspringmg. 
Were  grasses,  leaves  and  stalks ; 
Two  blue-jays,  couched  for  singing, 
Surmounted  hollyhocks. 

It  -was  a  dreadful  vision  ;— 

Flashed  on  us  all  in  all. 
With  that  acute  precision 

Most  likely  to  appall. 

She  paused  a  moment,— -blocking 
That  narrow  doorway;  then 

Eecovered  from  the  shocldng. 
Our  woe  began  again. 

She  turned  her  awful  awning. 

As  she  advanced  apace. 
And  caught  us  without  warning. 

And  held  us,— face  io  face, 

And  drawing  near  the  pulpit, 
Her  calcium  lights  were  seen 

To  blaze  on  either  culprit 
In  incandescence  keen ! 
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And  when  in  act  of  i 

She  still  maintained  her  glare. 
We  trembled  ;  and  the  feeling 

Was  not  akin  to  prayer. 

And  when  the  Terse  for  quiet 

Was  solemnly  intoned, 
"Please  read  the  act  for  riot !  " 

My  brother  faintly  groaned. 

The  fire  of  our  affliction 

Abated  not  a  Jot ; 
From  psalm  to  benediction 

'T  was  more  intensely  hot. 

Full  oft  a  speU  mesmeric 
Was  fastened  on  us  twain, 

Till  on  the  brink  hysteric 
I  eauglit  my  reeling  brain. 

By  referent  recitation, 

By  vaulting  tricks  of  thought, 
By  back  enumeration, 

Delivery  was  sought. 

Perhaps  the  earnest  struggle 
Had  braved  the  general  stare  ;- 

But  sacred  plea,  nor  juggle, 
Obscured  Iter  anywhere. 
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Call  this  a  profanation,— 

A  mockery  and  a  sin  ? 
Ketributive  temptation 

In  God's  house  1^11  begin ! 

Why  ended  not  that  session 

In  ignominious  race, 
Hequires  a  deep  confession 

Of  mystery  and  gi'aee. 

"Wlio  e'er  in  judgment  sitteth ; 

How  far  excused  or  blamed  ; — 
"  Survival  of  the  fittest," 

May  reasonably  be  claimed. 

C.  A. ! 
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It  glistens  not  with  ruby, 
Nor  flaunts  the  diamond's  glare 
Nor  emerald  nor  sapphire 
Bedecks  the  ring  I  ivear. 
Of  simple  gold  'tis  fashioned. 
And  on  its  sable  seal. 
The  family  initial 
Is  all  it  doth  reveal. 

Tet  not  a  gem  that  sparldes 
Afar  on  India's  strand, 
Or  blazes  on  imperial  brow. 
Or  proudly  sceptered  hand. 
So  precious  a  memento. 
So  priceless  boon  could  be. 
As  you  shall  know,  but  hsten. 
This  bauble  is  to  me. 

Within  the  Palais  Koyal, — 
For  seemir^  miles  ablaze, 
Aa  fabulous  Aladdin's 
To  court  the  'ivildered  gaze,— 
He  told  us  he  had  bought  it, 
With  reverent  desire, 
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To  "wear  it  as  a  token 
In  memory  of  liia  sire. 

And  so  he  kept  and  wore  it ; 
I  saw  it  on  him  last, 
As  o'er  the  keys  of  melocly 
His  fingers  deftly  passed. 
As  rolled  the  swelling  volume 
Of  sound,  my  eyes  grew  dim ; 
I  wept  to  SCO  the  signet. 
But  not — not  then—for  liini ! 

Alas !  within  a  twelve-month. 
On  that  disastrous  shore, 
"Whose  very  rocks  are  shedding 
Then'  tears  forevermore, 
Brave  ship  and  base  commander 
Bushed  fearfully  awreck. 
And  fearfully  and  wildly 
Rushed  hundreds  to  the  deck ! 

And  shivering  and  shuddering. 
In  darkness,  cold  and  storm. 
Amid  that  doomed  asaemblc^e 
There  stood  our  poor  boy's  form ; 
And  as  ho  leaped  in  horror 
And  yain  hope  to  withstand 
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The  mocMng  waves  that  clasped  him, 
This  ring  was  on  his  liand  ! 

Far  clown  within  the  caverns, — ■ 

Drear  tenements  of  death, — 

To  note  the  last  pulsation, 

Tlie  last  expiring  breath ; — 

Forever  mute,  mute  witness  ! 

Thou  tnowest,  but  dost  spare 

Those  tales — hads't  thou  but  language— 

Of  heart-break  and  despair ! 

Bade  hands  from  out  those  caverns, 
The  precious  corse  upbore, 
And  tenderly  disposed  it 
Upon  the  pitying  shore. 
Kind  strangers  and  survivors 
Saved  all  for  us  with  cai'e  ; — 
All,  all  they  could — Ms  body, 
This  ring ;  a  lock  of  hair ! 

The  months  have  flown  and  vanished. 
And  in  the  haunts  of  men 
I  move,  and  ofttimes  gaily 
Discourse  with  tongue  or  pea ; 
But  sadness,  like  a  shadow, 
In  n^ht-watch  and  alone, 
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Unceasingly  steals  o'er  me. 
And  claims  me  for  its  own, — 

And  sometimes,  as,  abstracted, 
I  gaze  upon  this  ring. 
The  home  of  childhood  re-appears, 
The  scenes  of  life's  br^ltt  spring  :— 
Sire,  mother,  sisters,  brothers, 
Gone  hence  beyond  the  sky  ; — - 
I  feel  we  ah.  must  meet  again, 
I  almost  long  to  die. 

It  glistens  not  with  ruby. 
Nor  flaunts  the  diamond's  glare, 
Nor  emerald  nor  sapphire 
Bedecks  the  ring  I  wear  ; 
Yet  naught  so  dear  memento. 
So  priceless  boon  could  be, 
As  this  sad  tale  hath  told  you 
This  bauble  is  to  me. 

RB.a 
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DEUVERED  AT  THE  ANNTJ^Mj  BANQUET  OP  ST.   GSOEGe'S 
SOCIETY,  BKEDGErOET,  CONN.,  APKTL  22d,   1875. 

Now  I'm  a  Yankee,  bom  and  bred,  as  any  one  may- 
guess, 

"Who  gives  a  momont'a  teed  to  -what  my  lips  and 
looks  express ; 

But  every  Johnny  Bull  I  bail  as  cousin— nay,  as 
brother, 

And  -while  Columbia  calls  me  "son,"  Britannia's 
my  mother ! 

Indeed  it  makes  one  smile  to  think  ho^w  races  sub- 
divide. 

And  seek  their  ancient  individualities  to  hide  ; 

As  if  a  hundred  years  or  two  could  so  outspread 
the  tree. 

The  branches  couldn't  find  the  root,  or  trace  their 
pedigree! 

Each  son  of  these  born  Englishmen,  like  sou  of 
mine,  must  be 

A  genuine  American;  it  can't  be  helped  you  see ; 

But  each  and  all,— we  still  may  trace  the  same  his- 
toric hne ; 

BecaU  the  days  of  "  auld"— and  not  so  very  "auld 
— lang  syne." 
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And   "English,"   "Teuton,"   "Scot,"  or  "Celt,"  or 

"  Yankee  " — what's  a  name  1 
A  bridge  across  the  paltiy  years,  and  we  are  all  the 

same. 
And  here,  according  nanght  but  love  to  Kaiser  or 

to  Queen, 
We  work  new  problems,  whose  results  are  with  the 

Great  Unseen. 

Tidth  our  brotherhood,  I   think  we   can 


To  quaff  the  cup  of  fondness  for  tke  Isle  across  the  sea ; 
The  Isle,  whereto,  where'er  the  fifth  of  all  Earth's 

"With  faithful  love  their  hearts  revert,  as  their  an- 
cestral home. 

The  very  "  hub  "  of  aU  the  earth  ;  commanding,  as 
of  course, 

Centripetal,  centrifugal,  and  every  other  force  ; 

"  Whose  morning  drum-beat,— comrade  of  the  troop- 
ing hours  and  sun, — 

Sounds  one  reveille  round  the  world,  untU  the  day 
is  done ! " 

A  motmd  upon  the  globe's  expanse,  which  other- 
wheres up  sprung, 

Might  simply  have  supported  wives  and  saints  for 
Brigliam  Young  ; 
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But  as  the  wondering  Frenchman  cried,  its  potency 
to  see, — 

"  Zat  leetle  patch  of  earth  is  one  vast  meeracle  to 
me  I " 

As  empires  of  the  Orient,  her  history  fades   away, 

Par  back  among  traditions  of  a  haK-forgotten  day ; 

And  when  the  Sphynx  itscK  its  hidden  story  shall 
unfold, 

Then,  only  then,  the  origin  of  Stonehenge  shall  be 
told! 

"What  armies,  from  great  Osesar's  time,  with  awful 
tread  have  trod 

Athwai-t  her  soil,  and  fought  above,  and  slept  be- 
neath her  sod ; 

What  navies,  charged  with  thunderbolts  from  out 
her  ilaming  forge, 

Have  borne,  transcendent,  round  the  world,  the  ban- 
ner of  St.  George  I 


What  Art  and  Science  in  her  halls  have  found  aus- 
picious birth, 

To  educate,  to  civilize,,and  gladden  all  the  earth; 

"What  speech  hath  made  her  forums  thrill ;  what 
bards  sublime  have  sung 

Immortal  measures  to  embalm  for  aye  her  classic 
tongue  I 
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What  inom.iments  on  every  hand  record    historic 

things ; — 
Cathedrals,    biulded    to    enshrine    sarcophagi     of 

Kings; 
Tombs,  so  renowned,  that  ia  their  midst,  in  rojal 

state  to  he, 
What  Albion's  son,  but  craves  the  boon  deservingly 

to  die! 

And  statues,  that  commemorate  their  ever  deathless 

dead, 
And  castles  hoar,  with  amaranthine  i 


And  palaces,   within  whose   courts   earth's  noblest 

ones  have  stood, 
And  towers,  whose  moated  battlements  have  soaked 

heroic  blood  I 

But  no  effete,  decaying  realm  evotes  our  laudful 

song; 
Within  her  bounds  to-day,  what  homes  of  wealth, 

of  comfort,  throng ; 
What  industry,  what   enterprise,    thi-oughout    her 

pent  confine. 
Hold  sovereign  reign,  from  Isle  of  Wight  to  Kew- 

castle-on-Tyne ! 
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What  commerce,  at  her  teeniiiig  ports,  awaits  each 

fav'ring  gale. 
What  network  o'or  her  fair  expanse,  of  highway  and 

of  rail ; 
What  bustling  cities  everywhere ;   and  then,-— the 

whole  to  crown, — 
Immense,  imcomprehensible,    bewildering   London 

town  ! 

O,  whoso  in  a   single  glance,   and  in   a  breath  of 

time, 
Would  gaze  on  stores  consolidate  of  every  land  and 

clime, 
And  note  a  thousand  things,  his   every   school-boy 

book  recalls,— 
Ascend  the  dome,  and  reach  with  mo  the  summit  of 

Saint  Paul's ! 

There,  rolls  beneath,  the  teeming  Thames,  by  mighty 

bridges  spanned. 
And  Ludgate  slopes  to  Temple  Bar,  and  Fleet  street 

and  tire  Strand — 
And  just  beyond  is  Charing  Cross,  from  out  whose 

station  run 
Incessant  locomotive   trains,  like  missiles  from   a 

gun. 
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Beyond,  the  haJls  of  Parliament  and  Westminster 

you  see. 
There's  St.  James  Palace,  Bucldngham,  and  Marl- 

boroii^Ii,  all  ttxeo. 
This  way,  Trafalgar  Square,  and  Nelson's  Monument 

you  know ; 
There's  Picadiliy ;   there's    Hyde    Park ;  Pall-mall 

and  Kotten  Row. 

Come  back  by  way  of  Oxford  street,  past  Lincoln's, 
and  Gray's  Inn ; 

Again  you  near  the  "  City,"  and  you  catch  the  rem- 
and din ; 

While  now  and  then,  abo-ve  it  all,  mellifiuously 
swells 

The  tocsin  of  the  Coekney'a  soul — sweet,  musical 
Bow-Bells ! 


i,  stands  the  Bank,  whose  notes  do 

not  belie  their  worth. 
But  speak  for  English  gold  in  every  coruer  of  the 

earth. 
Hard  by.  Lord  Mayor's   Mansion   House ;  and  in 

the  Mai^t  between. 
The    Iron    Duke     on    Iron   Horse,   o'erlooks  the 

whirling  scene. 
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And  here,  CornhiU,  Tbreadnoeclle  and  King  William 

streets  converge ; 
Inmunerable  multitudes,    like   waves   and    billows 

surge; 
And  rampant  men  and  rampant  steeds  contend  with 

mad  uproar, 
And  thunder  over  London  Bridge,  and  all  along  the 

shore. 

And  farther  east — 0  let  us  pause  with  vision  rapt 

awhile ! — 
In  seeming  isolation  there,  looms  up   that   sombre 

pile, — 
Long  time  the  seat  of  kingly  pride,  and  kingly  lust 

and  power — 
It  stands, — with  walls  whose  very  stones  do  soom  to 

speak, — the  Tower ! 

And  now,  one  glance  on  Surry  side,  vast  workshops 

to  behold— 
Whose  myriad  chimneys  belch   their  flames,   and 

smofcj'  clouds  unfold; 
While  Crystal  Sydenham  illnmes  the  far  horizon's 

crest, — ■ 
Eesplendeni  Diamond,   blazing  there,  on  Albion's 

buxom  breast ! 
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There !  that  will  do ;  and  now,  my  boys,  I'M  take  my 

seat  and  hat. 
To  sing  all  night,  I  couldn't  turn  a  neater  Terse  than 

that; — 
Shake  hands  all  round !  bring  cakes  and  ale  ;  this 

once,  ourselves  we'll  gorge, 
And  give  the  tankard  one  long  pull,  for  England,  and 

St.  Geoi^el 

S.  B.  S. 
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READ  AT  EE-UNION  OP  OONNECTICDT  VETBEAN9,  AT 
HARIPOEIJ,  CONN.,  1875. 

I  KNOW    precisely   what  you   want :    you  thought 

't  would  do  for  mc,— 
As  being  what  we  lawyers  call,  a  sort  of  an  "ex  re," 
To  hold  position,  by  brevet,  in  this  association. 
And  so  contribute  to  the  flow  of  mutual  admiration. 

I'll  do  it !  from  my  childhood's  hour— I  mean  since 
I  was  fledged, 

And  hung  my  hopeful  shingle  out,  seductively  gilt- 
edged — 

I've  always  said  "  give  me,  beneath  the  Eegis  of  our 
laws, 

A  first-class  client,  one  strong  fact,  aad  I'll  insure 
the  cause !  " 

So,  hailing  from  the  old  Bay  State— God  bless  her, 
there  she  stands ! 

I  clasp  with  unfeigned  pride  to-day,  adopted  broth- 
ers' hands ; 

And  fain,  from  out  these  flowers  of  hope  and  memo- 
ry that  throng, 

Would  weave,  so  you  might  bear  it  hence,  a  fragi-ant 
wreath  of  song. 
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But  -where,  in  all  the  blooming  fields  of  your  illus- 
trious story, 

Shall  I  cull  out,  most  redolent,  the  rosea  of  your 
glory  ? 

I  read  the  faithful  record  o'er  with  wonder  and 
amaze, 

Of  this  one  little  plucliy  State  in  those  eventful  days. 

I  read  the  roll  of  martyred  dead ;  and  in  the  fore- 
most van, 

Behold  one,  who  so  early  gave  "  assurance  of  a  man," 

Chivalric  Ellsworth  !  o'er  whose  corse,  with  new 
resolve  uprose 

The  warrior  l^ions  of  the  North,  to  smite  the  na- 
tion's foes. 

Aad  I  behold,  in  retrospect,  another  manly  form, 

Which,  all  too  soon,  fell  prone  beneath  tho  battle's 
angry  storm  ; 

The  gentle  scholar,  bom  to  tread  serener  paths  to 


But  brighter  halo  than  he  dreamed  encircles  WiN- 
THEOp'a  name. 

One  foremost  martyr  still,  our  verso  may  not  this 
hour  forget ; 

Whose  life-sun,  like  a  meteor  fall'n,  in  sudden  splen- 
dor set ; — 
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Of  siinon-pare  Colonial  stock,  the  bright,  consum- 

matic  scion, — 
O,  faTored  Commonwealth,  that  shi-iaes  his  dust — 

lieroic  Lyon  ! 

To  Sedgwick,  Toote,  and  ali  the  rest,  ■whose  names 

to  ns  belong, — 
"Whose  lengthened  roll  transcends    by  far  the  limits 

of  our  song, — 
Not  unrembmbercd,  do  our  hearts  go  prondly  forth 

to-day. 
And  yield  their  throbbing  benisons  above  their  lial- 

lowed  clay. 

Go  now  with  me,  where'er  the  shock  of  battle  rends 

the  ah: ; 
Aloft,  defiant,  you  shall  see  the   tri-vined  banner 

there; 
The  first  unfurled  at  New  Orleans,  and  waving  in 

the  blast 
Its  saucy  folds  at  Bull  Run,  o'er  the  first  gun  and 

the  last ! 

The  first  on  Mississippi's  soil ;  the  first  to  kiss  the 
breeze 

Beneath  the  "sacred  shadows"  of  tlie  staid  pal- 
metto trees : 
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Among  the  first  to  cross  Long  Bridge ;  where,— al- 
most terror  dumb, — 

The  gentry  cried,  "  they  come ;  great  guns !  the  nut- 
meg Yankees  come ! " 

The  first  "  forlorn  hope  "  volunteers  to  cross  Port 
Hudson's  verge, — 

Fit  honor  to  your  brave  Thikpeekth,  and  gallant 
General  Birge  I — 

Nay,  first,  your  own  historians  say,  when  Richmond's 
flag  went  down, 

'To  leap  triumphant  o'er  its  walls,  and  greet  the  cap- 
tured town ! 

O,  noble  record  of  a  State,  upon  whose  shield  be- 
fore 

Had  shone,  emblazoned,  deathless  deeds  of  patriot 
men  of  yore ; 

O,  IMoiher  of  a  glorious  race,  whose  loyalty,  the 
same 

Through  all  the  years,  could  only  add  fresh  laurels 
to  thy  fame ! 

And  now,  a  grander  spectacle,  to  all  the  eartli  we 

show, — 
As,  in  the  peaceful  walks  of  life,  once  more  we  come 

and  go; 
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Nay,  as,  once  more,  in  friendly  grasp,  fraternal  hands 

entwine, — 
And  ■whilom  f oemen  gladly  meet  as  brothers  of  lang 

The  dream  is  past ;  so  let  it  fade ; — the  hideous, 
dreadful  dream  ;— 

The  night  is  o'er ;  so  lot  us  hail  the  morning's  rose- 
ate gleam. 

O'er  all  the  land  once  more  behold  the  starry  flag 
unfurled, — 

Whose  radiant  sheen,  now  aU  undimmed,  shall  yet 
illume  the  world ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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BISHOP,  BRIDGEPORT,  COiSN.,  OCTOKGB  21, 1875. 

Bma  out,  ye  joyous  marriage-bells !  nag  oiit  your 

silvery  oliimes ; 
And  wake,  this  hour,  the  memories  o£  other  days  and 

times ; 
Of  days  and  times  since  first   we   saw  this  newly 

plighted  pair 
Set  forth  together,  all  the  joys  and  ills  of  life  to  share. 

I  see  them  now ;  he,  freshly  forth  from  academic 
bowers, 

Aglow  with  hope,  alert  with  zeal,  assured  of  ripen- 
ing powers  ; 

She,  foreordained  a  heart  like  his  to  captivate  and 
win, 

By  charms  that  could  but  half  reveal  the  lovelier 
soul  within. 

It  was  a  gladsome  spectacle ;  the  future  seemed"  so 

fair, 
And  life  was  all  rose-color  then  unto  the  youthful 

pair; 
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Yet   not    so  glad,   so   picturesque,   so   eloquent   a 

sight, 
As,  'neath  the  fav'ring  smiles  of  Heaven,  we  witness 

hero  to-night ! 

For  time,  each  year's  development  so  kindly  did 
Tuifold, 

That  all,  and  more,  is  realized,  than  earlyhopo  fore- 
told ; 

And  bride  and  groom,  we  dare  to  say,  as  swift  years 
have  liown  o'er. 

Have  learned  to  honor  and  to  love  each  other  more 
and  more. 

We  know  the  charm  of  youthful  hope — I  mean,  -we 
"  old  folks"  do, 

"Who,  five  and  twenty  years  ago,  had  found  it  "  sweet 
to  woo;" 

But  Hopo  stands  always  at  the  prow,  and  holds 
more  sure  command, 

"When  brave  Fbtjition  sits  astern,  and  lends  a  help- 
ing hand. 

The  youth  and  maid  could  promise  fair ; — of  course, 

they  always  do ; — 
But  time  alone  can   tell  if  they  shall  keep   their 

promise  true. 
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All  I  many  a  wedding  day  has  dawned  with  bright 

auroral  glow. 
And  been  the  prelude  of  a  Kfe  of  bitterness   and 


woe. 


And  therefore,  with  enhanced  delight,  and  with  pe- 
culiar pride, 

A3  five-and-twenty  years  have  sped,  we  gi-oet  tiiia 
groom  and  bride ; 

And  as  we  note  how  pleasantly  their  wedded  lives 
have  ran. 

Pronounce  with  hearty  Joy  the  benedictive  words, 
"  well  done !  " 

No  doubt  they've  had  their  small  disputes;  no  doubt, 

in  their  dominion, 
They  each  may  now  and  then  have  had  a  "  contrary 

opinion." 
Mayhap,  as  somewhat  tardily,  some  night  he  did 

come  in. 
He  had  to  hear  those  dreadful  words : — "  My  dear ! 

where  have  yon  been  ?  " 

Perhaps,  sometimes,  he  thought  he  felt  a  spasm  o[ 

distress. 
At  figures,  for  what  seemed  to  him  a  quite  superflu- 

ons  dress ; 
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But  -whoii  the  fabric  was  made  up,  the  sum  grew  less 


And  he  was  ready  to  agree  "  she  never  looked  so 
channujg ! " 

Such  conjugal  asperities  as  these  two  may  have  had, 
Have  evidently  left  no  trace  or  record  that  is  sad. 
Each  one  the  heart's  desire  has  seemed  so  nicely  to 

fulfill, 
That  while  he  seemed  to  have  bis  way,  she  always 

had  her  "Will!" 

Ten  years  ago,  the  compliment  methought  exceed- 
ing clever, 

That  she,  a  fifteen-summers. bride,  was  "  handsomer 
than  ever ;" 

And  now,  she  is  so  very  old,  it  cannot  make  her  vain, 

As,  challenging  dispute,  I  pay  the  compliment 
f^ain. 

Ten  years  ago,— ye  may  recall,  whose  memories  are 
not  dim,— 

Our  muse  embodied  in  her  song,  some  pleasant 
things  of  him. 

He  keeps  on  growing,  and  revolves  in  more  ex- 
panded ring. 

And  quondam  Eaihoad  President  is  now  a  Kailroad 
Kmg. 
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Ten  years!  what  miglity  grief  they  brought  for 
some  of  ns  to  bear, — 

But  they  have  left  at  this  hearth- etonG,— thank  Hea- 
ven,—no  vacant  chair ! 

O,  sire  and  dame  I  with  us  this  hour  recall  with 
pions  joy, 

How  through  your  ministrations  fond,  God  spared 
your  darling  boy  I 

And  now  it  but  remains   to   add,  in   some  beflttinj; 

.     phrase, 
Kind  wishes  that  a  favoring  sun  illume  the  coming 

days; 
That  peacefully  and  prosperously  the  stream  of  life 

may  flow, 
And— in  the  self  same   strain   we   sang,   so   many 

years  ago — 

That — rarest  chance  to  mortal  lot;  still  let  the  wish 
be  spoken — 

The  silver  cord  be  loosened  not,  nor  the  golden 
bowl  be  broken, 

Ere  at  life's  even  you  shall  stand,  inspii-ed  by  mem- 
ories olden, 

To  join  each  faithful  hand  with  hand,  in  nuptials 
that  are  golden. 
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And  when  the  promised  Bridegroom  comes,  O  may 

we  all  behold 
Tlie  crystal  stream,  the  silver  thrones,  the  City  of 

pure  goM ; 
And  join  that  august   shuiing  throngj   before   the 

Great  I  AM, 
To  celebrate,  eternally,  the  Marriage  of  the  Lamb ! 
S.  B.  S. 
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TO  A  LADT, 

I  BEING  ASKED  K>R  ANOTHER  OIiD-IlME  VAIBNTINE. 

What  I  ask  a  Benedict  like  me, 
At  such  a  dreadful  lapse  of  time, — 

A  quarter  of  a  century, — 

To  string  the  olden  beads  of  rhyme  ? 

Indeed,  it  were  a  fruitless  task, 

Tou  Imow  not,  lady,  what  you  a.sk, 

Por  I  am  older,  staider  grown  ; 

My  face  betrays  the  weight  of  care  ; 
And  close  beside  each  temporal  bone, 

Behold  the  streaks  of  sUver  hair  ! 
I'm  sorry,— but  it  must  be  told, — 
The  dismal  truth  ;— I'm  growing  old ! 

And  yet,  not  cold ; — for  now,  indeed. 
As  on  thy  blithesome  face  I  ga^ic, — 

As  on  some  luminous  page,  I  read 
The  memories  of  those  halcyon  days. 

Old  flames  rekindle,  and  in  sooth 

I  feel  the  glorious  tiirill  of  youth. 

And,  oh  !  how  gently  hath  the  hand 
Of  time  upon  thy  brow  been  laid ; 
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Bespeaking,  as  with  fairy  wand, 

Days  more  of  sunshine  than  of  shade, 
Thou  same  bright,  spai-Itling,  saucy  "  Joe  " 
Of  five-and-twenty  years  ago  ! 

Health,  wealth,  and  love,  and  every  weal, 
Through  years  and  years  to  come,  be  thine  ; 

With  mellow  softness  o'er  thee  steal 
Anon  the  rays  of  hfe's  decline ; 

Till, — this  thine  earthly  season  past — 

Thou  shalt  o'erlook  the  stars  at  last. 

S.  B,  S. 
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LOVE'S  BIOGEAPHY. 

John  Peesoott  was  a  comely  youth ; 

The  type  of  health,  tlie  soul  of  truth. 

His  widowed  mother  often  sighed 

With  thoughts  of  woe  and  hopes  of  piide. 

As  she  in  son  she  more  descried. 

And  oft  the  gossips'  chatter  ran, 

That  John  eouM  choose  when  onco  a  ma,n. 

A  hearty,  gleeful,  hoyden  girl, 
"Was  John's  pet  playmate,  Cathai-ine  Earl, 
Next  neighbors;  and  alike  in  age ; 
Taught  from  the  self-same  primer  page 
By  Catharine's  father, — saint  and  sage, 
And  each,  in  memory's  earliest  year, 
Had  followed  at  a  parent's  bier. 

And  every  tie  which  childhood  knows — 
Which  dearer  through  our  lifetime  grows — 
Wove  friendship  for  this  lad  and  maid. 
As  children  they  had  often  played 
In  garden,  grove,  and  brookside  glade  ; 
Where  now,  beneath  the  moon  they  told 
The  never-new  and  never-old, — 
The  nonsense  lovers  will  repeat, 
And  think  it  quite  as  trae  as  sweet. 

C.  A.  S. 
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BEAD  AT  THE  OPENING  OF  THE  KEW  TO\VN  HALL,  AT 
GEEAT  BAEBINGTON,    MASS.,   JANUARY  5,  1876. 

Dear,  gentle  friends ;  dear  native  scenes ;  0,  liow  I 
love  ye  all, 

"Wlio  come  this  bonr,  a  truant  son,  responsive  to  your 
call; 

Not,  as  in  words,  just  fitly  said,  the  fiitni'e  to  fore- 
east, 

But,  haply,  here  and  there  to  catch  some  glimpses  of 
the  past. 

For  that  is  all  that's  left  to  me ;  indeed,  this  night  I 
seem, 

"Wliile  gazing  do^vn  the  retrospect,  as  wakened,  from 
a  dream ; 

Songs  of  a  dear  and  cherished  past  repeat  their  old- 
en sti-ain, 

And  I'm  a  Barringtonian,~a  Berkshire  boy  again ! 

And  now — -I  tell  you  plainly— if  you  wish  to  liear 

from  "  Sam," 
One  thuig  I  do  iasist  on  : — yovi  shall  take  me  as  I  am. 
My  song  will  be  so  personal, — so  egotistic,  too, 
Outside  reporters,  all  avaunt !  there's  no  place  here 

for  you ! 
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Among  the  first   scenes  I  recall — oh !  forty  years 

ago— 
My  home  was  iu  the  Chatfield  house,  withiu  a  half 

stone's  throw; 
Where,  as  I  came  the  prmial  facts  of  life  to  realize, 
The  General   Whiting   premises  allured  my  infajit 

eyes. 

'T  was  quite  a  manor  in  those  days ;  aronnd,  for 

many  a  mile, 
The  General  was  sovereign,  and  liyed  in  fitting  style. 
The  mansion  was  historical,  and  grand ;  but,  to  my 

gaze. 
More  splendid  seemed  the  carriage-house,  which  held 

the  coach  and  chaise. 

The  office  on  the  comer  stood,  where,  once  or  twice 


Cam©  suitors,  hot  for  justice,  at  "  'Squire  i* 

hands  to  seek ; 
And  there,  the  General,  oft  in  wrath  msgniflccnt  to 

see, 
Taught  Increase  Sumner  how  to  grow  imperious  as 

he. 

No  railroad  separated  then  the  Chatfield  grounds 

from  these. 
But  high  board  fences  tried  to  keep  us  boys  from  off 

the  trees, 
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Of  -whose  seductive   "  golden  sweets  "  we  all  were 

very  fond, 
And  now  I  just  recall  that  juicy  melon-patch  be- 

3'ond. 

But  to  explore  so  far  as  that,  required  exceeding 
care ; 

Not  all  possessed  the  hardihood  the  venturous  deed 
to  dare ; 

But  boys  are  made  up  variously,  and  thus  't-\vas  un- 
derstood, 

That  what  Bob  Girling  wouldn't  do,  "your  uncle" 
surely  would  I 

Just  north,  with  Castle  street  between,  a  building 

used  to  stand, 
Where,  it  was  said  that  all  the  needs  of  life  were  at 

command. 
You  could  be  bom  there,  go  to  school,  keep  store, 

learn  all  the  trades. 
Nay,  spend  your  evenings,  if  inclined,  with  lots  of 

pretty  maids. 

"  J.  C.  &  A.  C.  Eussell "  tept  the  store ;  and  over- 
head. 
The  Berkshire  Coueter  first  began  its  influence  to 
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Miss  Steward  kept  tLo  school,  and  oulled  me  out 

from  all  the  bojs, 
To  make  me  sit  amongst  tho  girls.     (She  thought 

I'd  make  less  noise ! ) 

Next  north,  was  "Major  Billy's ;"— the  old  red 
house  and  the  tvgU  ; 

How,  in  my  mind,  and  most  of  yours,  their  vivid  pic- 
tures dwell ! 

And  next,  the  stono  church,  in  whose  rear  the  mead- 
ow Klies  grew, 

Aad  from  the  "Bock-House,"  leaping  forth,  the 
brook  meandered  through. 

Across  the  street, — I  see  it  now — the  ancient  tavern 
stood ; — 

A  long,  broad,  low,  incongruous,  unsightly  hulk  of 

wood. 
I've  seen  some  architecture  since,  but  let  me  here 

declare, 
For  just  downright  magnificence,  my  boy  ideal  was 

there  I 

I  wonder  now,   how  many  times,  how  much  I've 

longed  to  pay, 
To  put  that  structure  back  again,  for  Just  a  single 
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To  wander  through  its  quaint  old  rooms,  its  corri- 
dors and  halls, 

Kun  lip  and  down  its  creaking  etairs,  and  gaze  upon 
its  walls. 

An  old  sign,  in  the  garret  stowed,  the  information 
bore. 

That  "  Captain  Walter  Pjnchon  "  kept  tho  tavern 
years  before ; 

And  numerous  are  the  legends  yet,  the  fancy  to  in- 
spire. 

Of  scrapes,  and  jokes,  and  mr^s  of  "flip,"  around 
that  bar-room  fire. 

The  timbers  proved  exceeding  staunch,  and  when 
George  Ives  appeared, 

And  on  the  spot  with  statelier  walls,  the  Berkshire 
House  was  reared. 

Dismembered,  rudely  quartered  fii'st,  'twas  piece- 
meal drawn  away, 

And  here  and  there,  and  extant  stDl,  that  tavern 
stands  to-day. 

The  town-house,  in  those  earlier  days,   stood  up 

street,  o'er  the  bridge, — 
A  decent  structure  in  its  time,  its  white  front  crowned 

the  ridge. 
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There  ''Loeofoeos  "  met  defeat,  and  "  "Wliigs"  -went 

m  to  win, 
And  then  all  hands  shook  hands  again  at  L.  L.  Gor- 

ham's  inn. 

When  news  of  Polk's  election  came,  the  "Locos" 

to  inspire, 
They  jollified  bo  strong  that  night,  the  town-house 

caught  afire  ; 
It  made  a  brilliant,  brief  display,  and  went  up  in  a 

flame. 
So,  down  town,— through  the  "  Locos'  "  act,— the 

hustings  locus  came. 

And  then,  above  the  Berkshire  store,  we  ope'd  the 
new  town  hall. 

And  had  our  semi-annual  vote,  and  famous  annual 
baU, 

"Where  all  South  Berkshire's  "  chivahy,"  and  "  flow- 
er," "  dile  "  and  "  ton," 

Were  wont  to  throng,  to  celebrate  the  birth  of  Wash- 
ington. 

Next,  when  a  noble  Christian  zeal  and  pride  would 
raise  to  God 

A  worthier  structure,  where  the  old-time  meeting- 
house had  stood ; 
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Become  the  town  house,  then  and  since,  the  venera- 
ble fane 

Was  scarce  Touchsafed  a  semblance  of  its  old  self  to 
retain. 

Somewhat,  I  know,  of  fond  regret,  in  each  breast 
woke  its  fire. 

That  morning,  when  the  old  clinrch  bowed  to  earth 
its  battered  spire ; 

The  upturned  faces  of  that  throng  my  mind  is  pic- 
turing yet, 

For  each  bespoke  a  sudden  pang,  and  every  eje  was 
wet! 

Green  be  its  memorj-,  old  town  hall,  old  temple  of 

the  Lord ! 
Where,  in  my  first  years,  Parson  Burt  proclaimed 

the  limg  Word ; 
"Where,  all  your  days,  ye  natives  bom,  ye  have  been 

wont  to  find 
So  much  to  feed  the  hungry  soul,  and  mould  and 

grace  the  mind. 

So  aU  things  flourish  and  decay ;  yet,  all  along  the 

past, 
Mark  how  each  structure,  each  emprise  was  better 

than  the  last. 
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Take  birdseye  view  of  all  this  vale ;  compare  its  now 

and  then ; — 
On  every  hand,  what  monuments  to  dead  and  living 

men! 

The  church,  the  school,  the  library,  the  factory,  the 

store. 
The  telegraph,  the  railway  train,  the   bridge,  the 

teeming  shore ; 
The  very  water  that  you  drink,  the  very  gas  you 

bum, 
.Improved  highways,  new  miles  of  streets,   bright 

homes  at  every  turn ; 

Your  model  Exhibition  gronncls,  the  products  at 
each  fair ; — 

How  each  and  all,  and  more  uiisaid,  would  make 
our  grandsiros  stare ; 

And  now,  this  last,  not  least,  but  fitly  crowning  work 
of  all— 

This  Town  House,  builded  for  all  time ;  this  spa- 
cious, beauteous  hall ! 

Here  let  it  stand;  and  in  its  front,  upon  the  grace- 
ful slope, 

The  statued  angel  point  aloft  to  realms  of  radiant 
hope; 
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And  with  benignant  hand  the  while,  extend  the  lau- 
rel crown. 
As  tribute  to  heroic  sons  of  this  "Great,"  loyal  town. 

Oh,  I  am  proud  that  I  was  born  within  this  lovely  vale ! 
Some  roses  here  caught  early  bloom,  that  never  shall 

grow  pale ; 
Yet  every  elm-tree  boi^h  seems  li]:e  the  willow,  aa 

it  waves ;— - 
The  town,  so  full  o£  Hfe  for  you,  for  mo  is  fiiU  of 

graves  1 

Go  back  with  me  the  dozen  years  since  I  had  place 

with  you  ; 
"Where,  where   are  vanished  all  those  olden  faces 

which  we  knew  ? 
Long  roll !  it  sadly,  sweetly  ends  with  name  of  Iier 

so  dear, 
Who  bade  the  lyorld  her  soft  "good-bye"  with  the 

expiring  year !  * 

How  might  I  dwell!  No, — ^j-ou  shall  see,  a  moment's 

.  space  beyond, 
CAMiLLit  flash  her  glorious  orbs,  and  wave  lier  glo- 
rious wand. 


*  Mxa.  Eigelow,  jnst  before  deceased, — a  very  benevolent  lady, 
t  Camilla  TJrso,  wlio  followed  tlie  opening  exetciseawitli  a  con- 
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For  me,  almost  the  sweetest  task  of  all  my  life  is 

done; 
Now,  let  us  all  uplift  the  prayer :  "  God  bless  us, 
every  one  I " 

S.  B.  S. 
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How  leaped  my  heart  withia  my  breast ;  what  sud- 
den thrill  was  tliere, 

That  moment,  when  the  guard  cried  out  the  railway 
station,  "  Ayr !" 

Bright  day  in  memory's  calendar,  in  that  refulgent 
Jimo, 

As  through  the  flowery  meads  we  rode,  to  reach  the 
banks  of  Doon. 

'T  was  all  alive — the  broad  highway — with  Teliiclea 
which  bore 

Their  pilgrims  to  that  cherished  shrine  from  many 
a  distant  shore. 

So,  all  the  summer  days,  they  said, — and  so  the  re- 
cord told, — 

Came  multitudes  from  near  and  far,  that  valley  to 
behold. 

Tou  shall  find  valleys  just  as  fair,  and  flowers  as 

bright  of  hue. 
Amidst  famihar  scenes  you  take  your  daily  rambles 

through. 


,1  Google 


irifjTs.  417 

The  Doon  is  not  so  proud  a  flood,  nor  can  its  "  banks 

and  braes" 
Outrival    Housatouic'a    shores,  or   claim    a  juster 

praise. 

There's  no  strange  beauty  in  the  bridge  that  spans 
the  rolling  sfcrnam, 

Nor  in  Kirk  Alloway,  rent  by  Time  with  many  an 
envious  eeam, 

Nor  in  the  cottage  more  remote,  within  whose  hum- 
ble door 
'The  eye  but  notes  the  circumstance  of  this  world's 
veriest  poor. 

What  magic  spell  pervades  the  scene  ?  pray  tell,  why 
gather  here 

The  lords  and  ladies  of  the  earth,  with  each  recur- 
ring year  ? 

Did  some  great  conqueror  drive  herethro'  his  char- 
iots of  war, 

And  pierce  the  air  and  rend  the  vale  with  thunder- 
bolts of  Thor? 

Did  some  proud  queen  awhile  sojourn,  with  royal 

retinue. 
Here,  by  some  castle,  knightly  tilt  and  pageant  to 

review  ? 
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Did  some  grand  martyr  here  resign  his  body  to  the 
stake, 

And  make  oblation  of  liimself  for  truth  and  eon- 
science  sake  ? 

All,  no !  a  simple  peasant  boy,  who  looked  ■with 
modest  eye 

To  see  grand  folk — now  all  forgot — in  stately  pomp 
roll  by, 

At  sixteen  years,  enamored  fell,  with  that  poor  peas- 
ant maid, 

So,  wrote  her  rhymes,  and  so,  thenceforth,  his  be- 
ing's law  obeyed. 

At  once,  a  new  inhabitant  of  the  Parnassian 
grove ; 

At  once  a  genius  fully  fledged ;  as  from  the  brow  of 
JoTe 

Leaped  armed  Minerva ; — so  uprose  to  heights  of  in- 
stant fame 

Thatrural  bard ;— and  Bobeet  Burns  became  a  death- 
less name ! 

"  Wild  boy  "  was  he  ?  't  is  true,  and  yet 't  is  idle  to 

ignore  it — 
That  bridge  is  now  a  famous  bridge,  because  Bums 
i  o'er  it. 
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Tliat  Imt  belittles  palaces,  as  all  the  world  con- 
fesses, 

Since  Bums  iiad  there  his  babyhood,  amd  wore  his 
swaddling  dresses. 

At,  well  I  the  crowns  earth's  true  kings  wear,  are 
not  cheap  crowns  of  gold ; 

But  coronets,  bedecked  with  gems  and  jewels  mani- 
fold. 

From  regions  of  the  infinite,  no  ^Tilgar  minds  ex- 
plore,— 

Those  vast,  illimitable  heights  that  sparkle  eyer- 
moro ! 

O,  give  me  once  again,  this  hfe,  those  halcyon  hours 

to  spend. 
Where  watera  of  the  Bonnie  Doon,  with  Ayr  and 

Ocean  blend, 
And  on  that  simple  rustic  bridge,  to  linger  and  to 

dream, 
And  watch  the  tide,  and  lasnlj  throw  pebbles  in  the 

stream ; 

And  think  how,  century  agone,  those  precincts,  then 

so  dull, 
Became  so   classic   all  at    once,   of    memories   so 

full. 
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Because  one   simple,   truthful   sovil  shod  glory  all 

around, 
And  made  of  unpretentious   soil,  a  very  hallowed 

ground! 

Then  look  upon  the  bridges  twain,  which  span  the 

dying  xiver, 
Anil   spake  in  words  the  poet  heard,  and  shall  bo 

heard  forever ; 
Then  look  to  find  the  mystery  far  down  into  the 

well, 
Where,  as  the  poet  told  us,  "  Mingo's  mither  hanged 

Iiersol'  ;" 

And  tlien  ascend  tlie  monument,  and  view  tlie  land- 
scape there. 

And  gaze  within,  on  "  Bobbie's  "^f  ace,  and  Highland 
Mary's  hair ; 

Then  to  "  the  Grotto  "  turn  aside,  to  see  how  "  Sau- 
ter  Johnnie," 

With  "Tarn  O'Shanter"  held  carouse,  as  nightly 
chum  and  crony. 

Then  once  again  remark  the  walls,  which  long  ago 

resounded 
With  roystering  Scotch  hilarity — "  confusion  worse 

confounded;" 
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And  quaff  the  cup  of  "  mountain  dew  "  for  many 

glad  returns 
Of  glad  birthdays  and  memories,  to  glorious  Egbert 

Burns  1 

S.B.S. 
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Now,  this  is  rather  comforting,  ourselTcg  to  settle 

down 
Hound  Pai-ter's  famed  mahogsmy,  in  famous  Boston 

town ; 
Admire  each   other  mntually,  and  keep  away  the 

chills, 
While  thiiiking  of  the  dear  old  home  far  up  on  Berk- 

sliire  hills  1 

O,  liow  it  must  be  Hust'ring  there,  ai'ound  those 
classic  rocks 

Between  West  College  and  the  place  where  dwelt 
,  Professor  Cox ; 

Where,— eren  now  the  very  mouth  of  smiling  mem- 
ory waters, — 

Those  buckwheat  cakes  were  handed  round  by  tliose 
three  buxom  daughters ! 

We  used  to  take  the  meeting-house  upon  the  leeward 

side, 
And  re-adjust  our  coat-tails,  and  a  breathing  space 

abide: 
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Then  face  again  the  elements,  that  seemed,  with  wild 

uproar, 
From  "  Snow-Hole,"  by  Molna  sent,  their  fury  to 

outpour. 

It  may  seom  strange ;  but  ne'ertheless,  I'd  rather 
nestle  here, 

My  time  of  life ;  and  feel  this  warmth,  and  share 
this  generous  cheer, 

Than,  e'en  for  once,  that  most  tempestuous  prome- 
nade to  take, — ■ 

That  tj^i-diumal  exercise,  for  health's  and  stomach's 


But  that  was  in  the  wmtry  days ;  for,  when  the  Ter- 
nal  gale, 

"With  perfumed  breath,  brought  newer  life  to  moun- 
tain and  to  vale ; 

And  Pisgah  answered  Greylock's  smile,  across  the 
gorgeous  scene, 

As  each  unto  the  other  wa-ved  his  bannerets  of 
green ; 

O,  never,  o'er  the  globe's  expanse — I  dare  this  hour 

declare, — 
Ye  brothers,  who  meanwhile  ItaTO  breathed  Italia's 
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And  roamed  through  every  land,  in  quest  of  regions 

of  dehght, 
Have  ye  beheld  a  spot  more  fit  to  rayisli  sense  and 

sight! 

But  ttucG  to  this ; — for  I  am  -warned  to  leave  this 

theme  alone  ; 
So  many  sweeter  bards  have  sung  strains  sweeter 

than  my  own, 
About  each  precious  ]iil]  and  dale,  which  to  those 

parts  belong ; — 
I  leave  them  all ;  they're  not  the  regnant  purpose  of 

my  song. 

I  sing  of  WitUAMS,  now  and  then,  as  she  to  me  ap- 
pears. 

While  gazing  down  my  retrospect  of  almost  thirty 
years. 

A  drive  of  forty  miles  "o'er  land" — no  railroad  in 
those  days,— 

And  old  "  West  College  "  first  loomed  up  to  my  ad- 
miring gaze. 

Hard  by,  "  East  College  "  stood,  and  "  South,"  and 

embryo  "  Lawrence  Hall ;" 
Observatories  twain  beyond;  the    "Chapel;"  that 

was  all ; 
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But  no,  not  all ;  some  "  Domes  of  thonght "  sent 

forth  their  kindly  gleam. 
And  in  their  midst— how  I  recall— Makk  Hopkiks 

towered  supreme ! 

And  there  we  had  our  daily  taslis,  our  daily  sports, 
and  there 

Professor  Albert's  "  conference  room "  echoed  the 
daily  prayer ; 

And  we  were  taught  in  gracious  ways,  that  v.'e  can 
ne'er  forget, 

THe  lessons,  come  whatever  may,  will  leave  their  in- 
fluence yet. 

New  halls  and  towers  have  risen  since,  their  lovely 
sites  to  crown. 

And  Williams  is  no  more,  as  erst,  an  isolated 
town. 

New  streets,  new  parks,  new  monuments  to  heroes 
old  and  new, 

On  every  hand  to-day  confront  the  old-time  stu- 
dent's view. 

And,  better,  all  the  fleeting  years  have  but  enlarged 

the  roll 
Of  men,  whose  mental,  moral  force  is  felt  from  pole 

to  pole ; 
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And  Alma  Mater  -n-ears  a  bright'ning  halo  round  her 

head, 
While  multiply  her  honored  naraoa — her  living  and 

her  dead  I 

Search  all  the  records  of  the  land ;  scan  fame's  im- 
mortal scroll, — 

The  hst,  unfading  through  all  time,  of  men  of  brain 
and  soul — 

List  to  the  Foium's  clarion  voice  ;  the  Pulpit's  thun- 
dering tone, 

And  strains  poetic,— household  words,  in  every  cHme 
and  zone ; — 

Go  throngh  the  halls  where  Science  waits,  where 
Justice  holds  her  seat ; 

"Where  Senates  thmk ;  where  scholars  sit  at  their 
Gamaliel's  feet ; 

Explore  each  field  of  Enterprise,  of  Yalor ;  Every- 
where 

Behold,  in  goodly  multitude,  the  sons  of  WrmAMS 
there ! 

O,  surely,  Heaven's  blest  favorite  is  each  ingenuous 

youth, 
Who  seeks  within  these  classic  shades  the  treasmiea 

of  truth! 
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Praise  to  her  Sisters !  yet  we  kuow  he  shall  not  else- 
where find 

A  Mater  aught  more  cherishing,  more  bountiful, 
more  kind. 

From  ont  her  gates,  he  can  but  go  with  manher  re- 
solve. 

To  mingle  in  hfe's  conflict,  and  its  mighty  problem 
solve ; 

And  Memory,  as  the  years  expire,  wlieicver  he  may 
roam, 

SKall  cherish,  with  a  fond  delight,  Jiis  sweet  scholas- 
tic home. 

And,  by  that  token,  we  are  met,  with  greetiag  to 

each  one 
As  brother,  and  our  Alma  Mater's  true  and  loyal 

sou. 
So  may  we  meet,  in  days  to  come  ;  and  always  to 

discover 
New  jewels  in  her  radiant  crown,  and  evermore  to 

love  her ! 

And  when  the  next  Centennial  year,  for  tliis  our  glo- 
rious land, 

Shall  roU  its  round,  may  we  have  left  some  foot- 
prints on  time's  strand ; 
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And  sons  of  Wdxiams,  yet  imbom,  recall,  and  liaply 

save 
Our  death-starred  names  upon  her  roll,  from  Letlae's 

envious  wave  1 

And  bo  it  hers  to  gather  in  increasing  stores  of 

truth, 
And  flemish  in   enlarged  estate,   and    everlasting 

yonth; 
And  scatter  seeds  of  wisdom  forth  from  fartliest 

shore  to  shore, 
Till  Earth  itself  shall  pass  away,  and  Time  shall  be 

no  more  1 

S.  B.  S. 
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Our  hearts  aro  fuU  ;  Goddess  of  song  1  one  favoring 

glance  bestow, 
And  re-awake  the  slumbering  Ijre,  and  set  tlie  verse 

aglow, 
So  we  may  voice  the  eentiments  which  to  the  hour 

belong. 
And  make  these  all-pervading  thoi^hta  articulate  in 

song. 

How  seeming  strange!  what  tongue  of  seer  or 
prophet  had  foretold, 

A  simple  score  of  years  agone,  the  scene  we  here 
behold. 

So,  like  huge  giants,  grand  events  do  ever  stalk  sub- 
lime, 

New  mile-stones  to  nprear  along  the  vast  highway 
of  time. 

So,  ever  on  the  world's  broad  stage,  the  heroes  come 

and  go, 
To  speak  betimes  the  needed  word ;  to  strike  the 

needed  blow ; 
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So  monuments  have  risen,  and  sliall  rise,  wliile  ages 

roll, 
Until    the  very  heaven  itself    shall    vanish   aa   a 

scroll. 

So  history  instructs  us   all,  and  still  repeats   the 

story, — 
No  age  unto  itself  shall  claim  monopoly  of  glory. 
The  stem,  ambitious  centuries  shaU  with  each  other 

vie. 
And  virtue  shall  not  cease  to  live,  and  valor  shaE 

not  die. 

So,  these  our  own  experiences,  our  minds  do  but 

enable 
To  rescue  all  the  storied  past  from  the  domam  of 

fable. 
"Who  doubts  to-day  what  courage  nerved  the  men 

of  elder  Eome, 
Whose  very  eyes  have  seen  its  very  counterpart  at 

home! 

A  hundred  years— a  breath  of  time— have  passed 

away  since  when 
Our  fathers  sought  to  'stabhsh  here  a  nursery  of 
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Prolific  years!  0,   liow  events  -witlim  their  circle 

crowd, 
To  make  their  children  trebly  glad;  nay,  jubilant 

and  proud. 

For,  under  God,  to  all  earth's  states  and  empires,  we 

have  shown 
How  every  man  may  be  a  man,  and  each  posseMS  a 

throne ; 
And  just  proclaimed  to  all  the  waithig  world  in  tones 

aubhme, — 
"  This  Union,  indestructible,  shall  last  as  long  as 

Time ! " 

And  round  the  world,  to  make  those  tones  so  reso- 
nant to-day, 

How  well  we  know  what  noble  forms  ai-e  mould'ring 
into  clay. 

So,  to  their  memories  we  come  this  cenotaph  to 
rear, 

And  once  more  shed  above  their  dust  tho  reveren- 
tial tear. 

And,  after  all,  'twas  timely  done ;  not  ingrate  be  it 

said. 
Hath  this   our  loyal  city  proved  unto  hei-  bravely 

dead. 


,1  Google 


432  POEMS. 

O,  better  thus,  that  after  lapse  of  these  reflecting 
years, 

So  fresh  at  last,  so  grand,  so  fair,  our  monument  ap- 
pears. 

Hereby  the  dead,  and  e'en  our  living  selves,  we  do 
assure 

Of  gratitude  unspoiled  of  time — potential  to  en- 
dure. 

And  grow  as  an  undying  cypress  o'er  each  hero's 
grave, 

While  grows  to  vaster  bounds  and  ends,  the  State 
he  died  to  save  ! 

And  unforgotten  be  the  thought,  that— most  divine- 
ly human — 

This  gratitude  found  surest  place  -within  the  breast 
of  woman. 

Why  not!  prayteU,  by  whom  each  death-inviting 
deed  was  done  ? 

Some  maid's  fond  lover  ;  wife's  fond  spouse  ;  some 
mother's  cherished  son ! 

O,  when  the  everlasting  Booh,  in  syllables  of 
gold, 

The  unrevealed  biographies  of  angels  shall  un- 
fold; 
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How  then,  on  every  dazzling  page,  in  each  resplend- 
ent line. 

Eternally  the  records  of  tnie  iiv'omanliood  ehall 
shine  ! 

"  What  lives  she  for  ?  "—exclaimed  a  youth,  with  su- 
percilious air, 

As  at  her  cottage  door  a  dame  sat  Imitting  in  her 
chair ; 

"  What  lives  she  for?"— the  answer  came ;— "  Her 
husband  and  three  sons 

In  one  brave  charge  at  Gettysburg,  fell  dead  before 
the  guns ! 

A  fourth  son  holds  judicial  seat;  -while  yet  another 

stands 
A  famed  Apostle  of  the  Word  in  yet  unchristian 

lands. 
She  only  waits  in  God's  good  tune.  His  rich  rewards 

to  share, 
So  there  she  sits,  serenely  sad,  and  Imitting  in  her 

chair." 

Throughout  the  years  since  waged  the  war,  some 

hearts,  with  impulse  tender, 
Havo  throbbed,  a  tribute  to  our  brave    in  fitting 

form  to  render ; 
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To-day — the  work  consummated — to  each  and  every 

one, 
In  each  breast  wells  the  sentiment—"  Ye  faithful 

souls,  well  done ! " 

And  now,  outlooldng   on  the   sea   that  clasps  tho 

smiling  strand, 
Defiant  of  the  slioeka  of  time,  that  glorious  form 

shall  stand, 
With   outstretched  arm,  magnificent,  the  laurel  to 

bestow 
On  heroes  whose  bright  names  adorn  the  lettered 

plinth  below. 

Our  soldier  boy,  with  form  erect,  shall  greet  each 

rising  sun ; 
Our  sailor  watch  the  gorgeous  west,  as  every  day  is 

done ; 
"Wliile  Liberty,  now  all  white-robed,  displays  the 

sword  that  gave 
To  her  true  hfe,  the  while  it  broke  tho  shackles  of 

the  slave  1 

They  tell  ns,  in  the  not  remote,  nor  doubtful  by- 

and-by. 
Along  these  shores,  the  most  majestic  ai^osies  shall 

ply- 
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shall  pass  through, 
Forever  weaving  webs  between  the  Old  "World  and 

the  New. 

Then,  from  their  decks,  the  emigrant  ahke,  and  ti- 
tled guest, 

As,  gazing  fi'om  the  starboard  side,  their  curious 
eyes  shah  rest 

On  fair  Columbia's  shore,  among  its  crowning  roofs 
and  towers. 

Shall  single  out,  with  pleased  surprise,  this  Senti- 
nel of  ours ; 

And  learn,  ere  yet  their  feet  have  pressed  the  hospi- 
table earth. 

What  tribute  our  New  England  pays  to  valor  and  to 
worth ; 

And  feel  im.patient  haste  to  touch  the  soil  of  Yankee 
land. 

And  hear  a  hearty  Yankee  voice,  and  grasp  a  Yan- 
kee hand ! 

Here  shall  the  beauteous  fabric  stand,  as  seasons 

come  and  go ; 
Beflect  the  summer's  sun,  and  wear  its  wintry  robes 

of  snow ; 
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And,  in  their  time,  the  autumn  leaves  ;  and,  every 

joyous  spring, 
Allure  tlie  birds  to  gather  round,  and  build  their 

nests  and  sing. 

The  boys,  in  mimic  soldier-garb,  shall  here  make 

holiday  ; 
The  yachts  do  glad  obeisance  as  they  toaa  -within  the 

bay, 
And  children  hold  their  festivals  close  by,  within  the 

grove, 
And  plighted  ones  stroll  here  at  eve  to  whisper  words 

of  love. 

Here  shall  the  stately  equipage,  and  unpretentious 
wain 

Bring  oft  their  groups  to  view  these  forms,  and  read 
these  names  again ; 

And  music,  chimmg  with  the  waves,  shall  wake  melo- 
dious air. 

And  twilight  offer  respite  here  to  daily  ioU  and 
care. 

And  BO   the  sure  years,  shall  revolve;  and  when, 

amidst  the  dead, 
On  humbler  tablets,  here  and  there,  our  own  names 

shall  be  read, 
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Enough  for  us,  in  coming  time,  in  memory  of  these 

days, 
If  lips  unborn  shaJl  bid  us  share  tlie  tribute  of  their 

praise. 

Meanwhile,  0,  fair  instructress!   teach   the  lesson 
from  above. 

How  better  than  materia]  good  is  the  sweet  wealth 
of  love ; 

Inciting,  as  we  gaz&  ou  thee,  such  converse  and  be- 
haviour, 
-  As  makes  us  more  aliiu  to  God,  and  to  the  gentle 

Saviour. 

S.  B.  S. 
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26,  1868. 

In  these  emphatio  and  tmnnltuous  days, 
"When  sins  aro  to  the  lowest  scale  deplored, 

Or  favor  strained  in  every  term  of  praise — 
As  ladies'  notes  are  lai^oly  underseored  ; 


"When  argument  seems  but  a  n 

Unless  it  bcai',  for  force,  some  deadly  threats, 
And  riot  is  assumed  the  mode  to  teach 

That  Chai-ity  which  pardons  and  forgets ! 

"When  an  is  last,  and  everything  is  first, 

When  good  is  best,  and  bad 's  denooineed  the  worst. 

And  men  and  actions  either  kicked  or  cursed; 

When  simple  positives  of  human  tliought 
To  fierce  superlatives  are  raised  and  wrought. 
And  old  poetic  types  of  joys  and  woes 
Are  dwarfed  by  new  hyperboles  o£  prose  ;— 

In  short,  when  modern  heat  of  temper  and  of  tone 
Has,  in  the  moral  and  the  lettered  sense. 
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Destroyed  the  climato  of  a  tempered  zone, 
To  substitute  the  torrid  and  intense  : 

How  can  we  hope  our  set  and  sober  theme 
■Will  marked  attention  and  respect  invite. 

When  in  imperfect  phrase  we  tell  a  scheme 
That  needs  no  plea,  that  seeks  no  proselyte  ? 

Yet  may  we  sing,  though  onr  admoniahed  muse 
Itself  proclaim  the  critic's  chosen  -wrong. 

And  seem,  at  first,  to  questioii  and  accuse 
For  faults  which  title  all  the  following  song. 

HaU,  mighty  Sun  1  that  gladdens  into  mom 
The  hours  that  date  the  instituting  birth 

Of  this  Grand  Order,  whose  design  was  born 
Beneath  the  Angel's  good- will  chant  to  Earth ! 


Hail !  men  in  bonds  to  fellowsiiip  and  truth ! 

United  by  the  dying,  o'er  the  dead ; 
Or,  having  passed  the  discipline  of  youth, 

The  rocky  road,  without  a  guide,  can  tread  I 

Hail !  blessed  memories,  which  the  day  invest  I 
Not  heard  in  story,  nor  explained  by  creeds : 

Though  hidden,  yet  the  Ciphers  which  suggest 
Form  choral  alphabets  of  friendly  deeds. 
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Welcome  tJie  year !  for  ■which  ye  now,  anew, 
Eopeat  your  vows  to  sacred  toil  and  strife, 

And  pledge  the  glory  of  tlie  Past's  review 
In  ample  token  of  a  higher  Hfe. 

What  summons  bid  these  goodly  men  repair, 
With  obvious  pleasure  and  enlightened  zeal, 

To  upper  chambers  which  with  ritual  care, 
Are  ope'd  by  signs,  and  closed  with  secret  ses 


No  public  heralding  the  stated  hour, 
No  printed  words  the  usual  objects  tell 

No  sect  seductions  wield  attractive  power 
The  finest  chapel  and  the  sweetest  bell 


The  loveliest  shepherd  of  the  wealthiest  lloek  ; 

The  largest  gathering  of  the  worldly  great ; 
Tlie  church,  where  simple  pm'chasers  of  stock 

In  weekly  mourning  humblj'  congregate  ; 

None  such  as  these  appeal  or  motive  lend 
To  fill  these  courts,  or  propagate  our  plan ; 

For  he  who  enters  must  be  vouched  a  friend ; 
Who  gains  the  grasp  need  only  be  a  Man. 

Though  doubly  sentineled  and  barred  the  gates 
Of  Temples  which  our  Order  rears  and  rules, 
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Lo  !  not  in  vain  the  weeping  widow  waits 
Without  the  portals  of  the  Yestibules. 

O,  Ministry  to  suffering,  sublime! 

0,  shrine  of  Mercy,  quick  to  HeaTen's  assail ! 
Where,  through  the  babble  of  this  heartless  time, 

With  helpful  grief  is  heard  the  Orphan's  wail ! 

The  trophies  of  great  battle  triumphs  bring 
And  fill  the  museums  for  a  nation's  pride  ; 

As  they  are  gathered  let  the  welkiu  rmg 

With  sor^  which  desperate  threatenings  defied. 

Kaise  h^h  the  pedestals,  in  park  and  town, 
Whereon  the  Hero's  marble  form  may  stand, 

To  mark  and  to  perpetuate  renown. 
For  love  and  service  to  a  glorious  land. 

Adorn  each  eapitol's  rotunda  space 

With  paintir^  of  bright  deeds  for  freedom's  home. 
And  crown  the  champion  o£  an  age  or  race 

Upon  the  summit  of  the  soaring  dome ! 

But  where  the  earthly  monuments  of  those— 

Save  they  have  built  an  alms-house  for  their  f  amt— 

Whose  labor  to  rehcve  the  common  woes, 

In  worldly  walks  bad  reaped  a  mighty  name  ? 


,1  Google 


And  even  tliough  tlie  eostlj  Mural  gavo 
A  trutbiul  tale  of  duty  without  price, 

Tlie  stolen  hjmn  that  marks  e£ich  ■villain's  grave. 
Provokes  the  thought  of  Virtue  mocked  by  Vice. 

And  where  the  prizes  Charity  has  gained 
In  Misery's  scenes,  which  her  apostles  trod  ? 

Intangible  Jtei-  trophies — else  profaned 
Tho  honor  and  the  husbandry  of  God ! 

There  is  no  histoi-y  for  the  mortal  eye. 
There  is  no  shaft  tliat  smites  the  distant  cloud. 

Graven  or  raised  with  grace  to  testify 

Of  kindred  acts  which  Heaven's  blest  vaults  en- 
shroud. 


In.  this  new  land,  where  each  man  has  his  creed ; 
TV'here  meanest  delvers  often  strike  a  lead  ; 
Where  bloody  tragedy,  audacious  theft, 
And  homes  of  peace  connubial  bereft. 
Whatever  verdict  partial  juries  take. 
By  natural  laws  are  bound  a  book  to  make, 
Where  well-bom  subjects  early  leave  their  nurae 
But  to  relieve  the  parent's  plethoric  pm-se  ; 
Where  little  girls  to  debauchees  are  tied. 
Until  the  Judge  declares  tho  Priest  has  lied ; 


,1  Google 


TVlicre  mariiecl  women,  of  reproachless  fame, 

Witii  each  new  bonnet  change  their  wedded  name, 

And,  pitjing,  view  those  left  by  them  in  lurch — 

Their  poorer  sisters  of  the  self-same  church — 

"Who,  it  -would  seem  quite  rational  to  feai-, 

Will  never  marry—  -more  tlian  once  a  year  1 

Where  pohticiana  sneer  at  moral  worth 

As  not  related  to  of&cial  birth  ; 

Where  candidates  long  hanker  on  the  shelves ; 

Where  snobs  and  loafers  satirize  themselves ; 

Where  wretches  known  to  be  in  guilt  so  deep 

That  angels  vainly  for  their  souls  might  weep ; 

To  tenderest  passions  mournfully  appeal, 

And  pictui'c  love  and  truths  they  never  feel  ;— 

Out  from  their  pits  of  sensual  blackness  run 

Their  fiery  cars  of  rhetoric  to  the  sun  ! 

Where  brainless  vagrants,  filled  with  dirty  spite. 

Affect  the  courage  of  an  Ishmaelite  ; 

Where  money-sharks  relentless  prey,  and  then 

Are  epitheted,  "  First-rate  business  men ! " 

Where  sordid  self  is  potentate  and  rule  ; 

"Wiio  gives  for  friendship  is  an  arrant  fool ! 

Where  scarce  reheved  frivolity  prevails ; 

Where  Mercenaries  crawl  to  honored  place ; 
Where  Legal  License  actually  avails ; 

To  consecrate  the  world's  supreme  disgrace ; — 
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How  can  you  think  to  organize  a  plan 

That  sliall  retain  ifca  -worldng  Blrili  and  power 

To  eheer  tho  heart  and  meet  the  "wanta  of  man ; 
Witliout  a  startling  tocsin  for  each  hour  ? 

Thy  neighbors'  dangers  and  thine  owu  attend 
On  every  moment,  threatening  every  breath ! 

Where  is  the  system  that  shall  wisest  lend 

All  human  aid  'gainst  Chance,  Disease  and  Death? 

When  great  catastrophe  occurs,  and  calls 

For  special  contributions  and  relief ; 
When  fearful  carnage  all  the  land  appalls 

And  moves  the  coldest  to  a  generous  grief; 

Abundant  means  for  succor  are  obtained  ; 

Ten  thousand  hands,  gratuitous,  estend 
To  help,  till  life  and  peace  once  more  are  gained, 

And  dreadful  memories  to  the  Past  descend. 

But,  in  the  callous  or  indifferent  world, 
"When  quiet  broods  upon  the  social  face ; 

Wlieu  all  are  not  in  shocks  of  sorrow  whirled, 
How  find  and  soothe  the  miseries  of  the  race  ? 

This  greatest  precept  must  be  held  in  view — 
Given  by  the  Father  to  the  perfect  Sou  : — 
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WliateTer  right  or  duty  thou  wouldst  do, 
In  secret  service  let  the  work  be  done ! 

Sti-ip  from  the  Symphony  the  -vulgar  rhyme 
"Which  blasphemy  upon  its  cords  has  hung ; 

How  clear  the  soul  lifts  with  the  swelling  chime  I 
How  purely  thrills  the  music,  harped  or  sung! 

Music  I  Th'  Etherial,  and  the  Undefiled  I 

The  heart  and  utterance  of  celestial  truth ; 
Revealing  in  its  innocence  a  child ; 
-    Its  beauteons  strength  poi-traying  sinless  youth. 

So  man :  wealc,  vain,  when  nurtured  with  pretense  ; 

If  private  hour  and  fellow  mortal's  needs 
Conspire  to  drive  each  earthly  impulse  hence. 

May  execute  the  unpolluted  deeds  I 

Deeds  of  redemption  ;  though  the  Judge  devotes 

AU  other  actions  to  eomsuming  fire — 
Changed  by  celestial  alchemy  to  notes 

In  Tune's  great  anthem,  for  the  Harvest  Choir ! 
Aye !  Deeds  that  shall  be  celebrated  when 
The  Moniing  Stars,  in  rapture,  sing  again ! 

0.  A.  S. 
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THE  rUNEKAL. 

It  was  a  eightly  funeral  train, 

The  undertaker  man, 
With  cofEn-facecl  solemnity, 

Conspicuous,  led  tlie  van. 
The  priest,  ■witli  comely  garb  and  mien, 

Sate,  reverent,  at  his  side  ; 
Then  came  tlie  liearse,  whose  stately  plui 
e  a  solemn  pride. 


"  First  carriage": — ^wherein  honest  grief 

Seemed  manifest  displayed, 
And  kerchief  d  eyes  would  fain  shut  out 

Observance  and  parade. 
"Coach Number  Two": — a  lighter  shade 

Of  sorrow  and  distress  ; 
Then  "Number  Three"  : — ^appearanees 

Of  pai'tial  listlessness. 


But  curious ;  the  occupants 
Of  carriage  "  Number  Four," 

Tawned,  as  to  vote  the  whole  affair 
A  ceremonious  bore ; 

But,  "  Five,"  "  Six,"  "  Seven,"  made 
With  ever-broadenii^  smile. 
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THE  FUNERAL. 

&S,  aneedote  an<I  joke  went  round, 
The  Journey  to  beguile. 

But — vastly  ■worse — our  truthful  muse 

Would  hardly  dare  to  state, — 
Were  not  these  verses  based  on  fact — 

The  scenes  in  "Number  Eight;" 
"Where  two  gay  youtlis  and  two  fair  mai( 

Were  visibly  diverting 
Their  minds  from  the  solemnities, 

By  levity,  and  flirting. 

And  then  behold  in  "Number  Nine," 

A  scene  transcending  far, 
AH  we  have  chronicled  as  yet,— 

Pour  men,  each  with  cigar ; 
A  robe  upon  their  knees  outspread. 

Suspicious  flask  and  cup, 
Forecasting  resurrection, 

By  playing  "seven  up!" 

Then,  in  the  last  conveyance,  rode 

The  female  we  aU  know, 
Wlio  never  lets  occasion  p^a. 

To  supplement  the  show ; 
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And  weeps  and  sobs,  until  the  sight 

Is  pitiful  to  see, 
And  then  inquires,  as  neai-s  the  grave, 
e  funeral  might  this  be  ?" 

S.  B.  S. 
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A  SAILOB'S  VISION-.  4 

A  SAILOR'S  YISION. 

INSCRIBED  TO  M1S9  8,   M.   H. 

The  night  was  beautifully  clear, 

High  up  the  full-orbed  moon  was  shining, 
As  I, — glad  that  our  port  was  near, — 

Upon  ihe  capstan  was  reclining, 

Spying  the  sea,  and  backward  thinking, — 
Such  was  my  wont  when  watching  nights ; — 

Trom  future  thoughts  persistent  shrinking. 
As  never  yielding  old  delights. 

Alone  my  solace  in  the  past, 

Tlu^ough  all  the  hours  of  toil  and  care  : 
The  morrow's  sky  was  overcast 

With  clouds  whose  depths  I  could  not  dare. 

The  sailor's  thoughts  of  home  were  sweet ; 

Though  late  in  life  he  learned  their  tnith, 
He  prayed  that  he  in  Heaven  might  meet 

The  first  companions  of  his  youth. 

How  the  dear  scenes  passed  in  review, — 

Ketures  of  gold  he  pondered  o'er ! 
How  far  beyond  all  price  they  grew. 

As  he  repeated,  "  nevermore  I " 
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And  yet  there  was  no  mean  repining. 
No  sickly  yearning  for  the  lost ; 

Those  tender  memories  interlining 
Life's  record,  cheat  it  of  its  cost. 

With  pain  at  times  we  throw  them  by. 
But  Boon  return,  when  'tis  revealed 

That  in  those  shades  which  never  die 
The  actual  substance  is  concealed. 

Ifc  was  not  fear  or  shame  that  fiUed 
My  soul,  when  forward  it  might  look : 

An  "  undefined  presence  "  chilled. 
And  cursed  the  prospect  I  forsook. 

But  now,  why  should  I  try  evade- 
So  close  the  Fleet  Wing's  harbor  lay — 

Beflections,  which  before  forbade 
The  simplest  comfort  on  my  way? 

Eight  bells  struck  aft ;  upon  rehef 
I  did  not  join  tlie  crew  below  ; 

Their  hearts  with  joy,  as  mine  mth  grief, 
Unreasonable  bounds  o'erflow. 

Beneath  the  boats  I  made  my  bed. 
Hid  from  tho  moon's  destructive  beams ; 
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Again  the  earliest  pages  read, 

And  gained  the  quiet  boyhood  dreams. 

What  is  this  strangely  following  sight  ? 

What  blessed  Angels  walk  before ; 
Kepeat  the  day,  dispel  the  night. 

And  niaiie  me  anxious  for  the  shore  ? 

Almost  a  copy  for  the  time 

That  I  had  held  in  such  esteem, 

Hope  for  its  likeness  seemed  a  crime, 
Was  promised  in  the  Sailor's  Dream. 

With  me  such  unbelief  remained. 
Against  its  haunting  force  I  strove  ; 

Eut  constantly  it  waa  sustained,—- 
With  every  calculation  wove. 

Eour  times  the  Farallones  we  made ; 

Three  times  the  lights  flashed  on  the  lee ; 
Four  times  the  winds  opposing  staid. 

And  drove  us  to  the  open  sea. 

What  curious  passions  fill  my  mind ! 

Now  they  depress  and  now  elate. 
When  after  five  long  months  we  find 

An  entrance  through  the  Ctolden  Gate. 
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And  here  begins  the  wondrous  choice  ; 

And  here  commenced  prophetic  days : 
IPamiliar  was  the  Pilot's  voice ; 

I  recognized  the  city's  ways. 

With  utmost  faithfulness,  eacli  part 
Of  hour  and  day  disclosed  the  fact 

Which  I  had  written  on  my  heart,— 
Foreshadowed,  and  fulfilled  exact. 

The  old  New  England  home,  once  more ! 

The  welcome,  and  the  cheerful  fire, 
Contrasted  suffering,  than  before 

A  keener  relish  must  inspire. 

But  ah !  the  vision  failed  to  tell 
Of  her,  whose  beauty  soon  destroys 

The  peace  of  life,  I  loved  so  well ; 
A  deeper  hope  my  soul  employs, 

With  unaffected  ease  she  spoke 
Of  mutually  familiar  friends  : 

The  memories  her  words  evoke 
A  cherished  possible  transcends. 

I  lent  to  her  my  ffivorite  books, 

And  proved  our  tastes  alike  inclined ; 
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I'oi^etting  e'en  her  ehai-ming  looks. 
In  her  enchanting  grace  of  mind. 


The  story  of  the  Dream  'i 

'T  was  fully  true,  save  nought  of  one  f 
Ji  a  revealing  trance  repeat, 
And  finish  what  was  thus  begun —  ? 

C.A.S. 
SiOBiMKHTC.,  Not.  26, 1S57. 
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POEM, 

DELIVERED  AT  TIIE  ANNUAL  EXHIBITION    OF  THE  HOUSA- 

TONIO  AGRICULTURAL  SOCIETY  AT  GREAT  13AR- 

RINGTOH,  MASS.,  SEPT.   29,  1876. 

I'm  no   fanner ;  not  a  syllable   from  lips  of  mine 

shall  drop. 
To  accelerate  or  magnify  a  solitary'  crop ; 
And  I  only  come,  with  careless  rhyme,  to  greet 

these  friends  of  mine, 
The  acquaintances  of  years  ago,  the  neighbors  of 

of  "langsyne." 

And  'tis  singular— I  came  to  sing,— but  all  things 

sing  to  me. 
Olden  tunes  come  wafted  to  my  ear  from  every  rock 

and  tree ; 
And  I  seem  but  echo,  as  I  stand  within  this  native 

vale, 
And  each  object  m  the  landscape  romid  repeats  an 

olden  tale. 
Bat  how  things  have  changed !  go  back  with  me  the 

four  and  thirty  years, 
To  the  time  when  this  good  enterprise  began  with 

doubts  and  fears. 
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'T  was  a  curious  coincidence  ;  the  railway  train,  you 

know. 
First   arrived  in  town   that   day,  and  brought  its 

crowds  to  see  the  show. 

And  the  "  show"  was  scattered  all  around, — a  little 
here  and  there, 

Oxen  here,  sheep  over  yonder,  and  confusion  every- 
where ; 

Butter,  cheese,  and  patch-work  counterpanes,  and 
what  not,  stored  in  halls, 

"While  along  the  street  were  improvised  seductive 
oyster  stalls. 

0,  let  modem  cookery  essay  its  best  exploits  in 

vain, 
For  those  oysters,  and  that  gir^erbread  we'll  never 

taste  again, — 
So  delicious,  and  so  toothsome,  and  done  up  so  very 

"  brown," 
Titillating  the  olfactories  of  all  the  boys  in  town! 

How  we  used  to  hoard  onr   shillings  up,  for  weeks 

and  months  ahead, 
To  invest  in  those  bivalvous  plants,  and  buy  that 
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And  how  some  havo  made  their  fortunes  since,  who, 

all  those  years  a^o, 
Peddled  sweets  and  peanuts  to  the  folks  who  came 

to  "  cattle  show !" 

I  remember,  to  the  reai-ward  of  the  stone  church 
used  to  stand 

Half  a  dozen  gorgeous  wagons,  with  their  fancy- 
goods  on  hand, 

And  some  very  flippant  orators  their  merchandise 
would  cry, 

O'er-persuading  by  their  eloquence,  the  rustic  pass- 
ers by. 

One  I  think  of  in  particular, — most  charming  auc- 
tioneer— 

Whom  I  knew  I  might  anticipate  with  each  return- 
ing year; 

Whose  financial  saerifices,  if  the  half  he  said  was 
true, 

Must  have  made  him  bankrupt,  if  ahve  ;  I'd  like  to 
'  pnt  him  through !' 

Then,  the  man  who  showed  the  learmSd  pig,  and 
donkey  with  three  legs. 

And  the  cripple,  who  displayed  the  ball  that  knock- 
ed away  his  pegs ; 
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And  the  everlasting  soap  man,  nevermore  to  be  for- 
got, 

"Who  could  cleanse  your  coat  or  conscience  from  a 
microscopic  spot ! 

'Twas  in  those  days.  Major  Eosseter — methinks  I 
see  him  now^ — 

Something  over  seventy  years  of  age,  walked  proud 
behind  the  plow 

While  before,  at  least  a  hundred  stalwart  oxen  were 


And  His  Excellency,  Governor  Briggs,  and  magnates 
marched  behind ! 

And  in  front  of  all,  surrounded  by  enthusiastic 
boys, 

That  new  village  brass  band  vexed  the  air  with  com- 
plicated noise, 

And  escorted  all  the  people,  to  the  semblances  of 
tunes. 

To  the  meeting  where  should  be  dispensed  the 
speeches,  songs,  and — spoons ! 

Trom    beginnings    such   as  these,  the    institution 

thrived  and  gi-ew, — 
For  its  founders,  as  the  sequel  proved,  built  wiser 

than  they  knew ; 
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I  might  tell  you  all  tho  history  in  lengthy  dia- 
tribe, 

As,  through  many  a  year,  as  I  recall,  I  played  the 
role  of  scribe. 

"What  intense  debates  we  used  to  have,  -when  first 
awoke  desu-o 

Some  distinctive  habitation  for  our  purpose  to  ac- 
quire ; 

And  how  many  croakers  shook  their  lieads,  and 
said  it  wouldn't  pay; 

"Who  shall  find  their  sage  prognostications  all  at 
fault  to-day ! 

And  now  what  an  educator  this  emprise  hath  proved 

to  be! 
Looking  back  a  generation,  what  results  we  come  to 


Better  farms  and  better  mansions,  better  harvests 

now  than  then ; 
Better  quadrupeds   and  bipeds,— brighter  women, 

thriftier  men  1 

So,  one  thing  begets  another,  through  our  life-work 

as  we  go, 
And  each  tributary  makes  the  river  grander  in  its 
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Aad  imto  -what  vast  proportions  it   sliall  magnify 

and  swell, 
In  the  century  that's  coming,  -who  shall  venture   to 

foretell? 

In  that  -wondrous  exhibition,  now  surprising  all  the 

earth, 
How  we  witness  with  amazement,  to  what  Art  hath 

given  birth, 
Unto  patient  Labor  wedded,  aa  together,  hand  m 

hand, 
They  have  cultured  all  the  planet  and  embellished 

every  land ! 

See  how  Russia  vies  with  Turkey,  and  AustraHa 
with  Japan, 

In  the  onward  march  of  progress,  all  contesting  for 
the  van. 

Side  by  side  see  China,  Germany  and  Austria  ad- 
vance. 

With  the  Netherlands,  Spain,  Norway,  Sweden, 
Italy,  and  France ! 

Tlien  the  Ai-gentine  Republic,  ChUi,  Mexico,  Bra- 

In  the  world's  confederation,  each  a  mission  to  ful- 
fill;— 
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While  old  England,  on   whose  vast  domains  there 

looks  no  setting  sun, 
With  a  prido  wo  all  forgive  her,  shows  the  trophies 
■  she  has  won ! 

Unto  all  of  these  according,  as  we  do,  the   meed  of 

praise. 
How  our  own  beloved   Columbia  evokes   our  own 

amaze. 
As  in  each  field  of  endeavor,  each  proud  rival  slie 

defies, — 
In  the  tournament  of  nations,  bearing  off  the  highest 

prize! 

And  for  all  her  sudden  glory,  I  assert  that  unto 

you, 
Men  and  women  of  New  England,  much  of  all  the 

praise  is  due. 
Take  the  purple  wings  of  morning,  girdle  all  the 

globe  in  vain, 
Kowhere  else  shall  you  discover  more  of  sinew,  heart 

and  brain. 

And  from  out  these  rural  valleys,  and  from  off  these 

mountain  slopes. 
Have  gone  many  brave  evangelists  of  this  yoimg 

nation's  hopes. 
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'Tis  the  coantiy  makes  the  city,  and  jour  coimtiy 
boya  are  they, 

Who  control  your  grand  metropolis  and  capital,  to- 
day. 

Now,  the  lesson  I  would  leave  you,  friends   and 

neighbors,  as  "we  part,^ 
Cultivate  not  matter  only,  but  the  vineyard  of  the 

heart. 
Give  the  plow  its  meed  of  honor,  but  no  less  the 

brain  and  pen, 
And,  -whatever  else,  keep  raising  your  true   women 

and  good  men  !  ^    -d   q 

a.  a.  o. 
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LINES, 

PEESENTED  AS  A  SILVER  WEDDIKG  GIFT. 

Pull  five  and  twenty  years  ago,— 
Ah,  me  I  what  recollections  swarm, — 

Louisa  changed  her  maiden  name, 
To  please  her  Francis  Mandlebaimi.*' 

And  if  for  me,  whose  diary  page 
In  single  blessedneaa  descends, 

The  century  quarter  seems  an  age, 
How  must  it  look  to  these  dear  friends  ? 

For  they  have  had  such  cause  for  joy, — 
Ked-Iefcter  hours  of  festal  mirth, — 

In  anniversary  employ, 
For  ■wedding  day  and  children's  birth ; 

And  they  have  had  such  scenes  of  woe, 
As  death  of  children  must  decree, 

Since  fivc-and-twenty  years  ago 

They  married  'neath  the  almond-tree. 

To  them,  indeed,  the  span  of  years 
With  tenderest  incidents  is  set; 
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Not  one  of  which,  mid  smiles  and  tears, 
Could  they  consent  to  quite  forget. 

Now  when  they  round  this  are  of  tdrae, 
I  hope  they  ivill  not  spurn  from  ms 

The  gift  I'd  lay  with  friendship's  thyme, 
Upon  their  silver  almond-tree. 

0.  A.   S. 
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EEAD  AT  BURNS   FESTIVAL,  BEIDGEPOET,  CONN.,  JANUARY 
25,  1877,  IN  RESPONSE  TO  A   TOAST — THE  LASSIES. 

What  wonder  Scotia's  lyric  bard 

All  lyric  bards  surpasses, 
Wbose  inspiration  was  the  glance 

Of  Scotia's  bonnie  lassies. 
In  Edinboro', — on  the  Clyde, 

In  Ayr — delicious  creatures ! — 
How  I  have  worshipped,  (as  I  sighed,) 

The  glory  of  their  features. 

Perhaps  it  is  ozonic  air. 

Off  tliose  gigantic  motmtains; 
Perhaps  the  waters,  as  they  flow 

From  Alton's  sparkling  fountains : 
Perhaps,  more  like,  the  genial  light 

Of  wholesome  hearths,  and  cozy. 
That  makes  those  eyes  so  clear  and  bright, 

Those  lips  and  cheeks  so  rosy. 

There's  many  a  Highland  Mary  yet, 

That  land  can  reproduce. 
And  many  a  maid  walks  there  as  proud 
As  in  the  days  of  Bruce  ; 
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And  many  a  Qneen  of  Scots  still  lives, 
And  Vemons  and  Mac  Ivors, 

In  fact,  if  not  in  fiction,  leave 
A  host  of  sweet  s 


O,  -when  shall  I  forget  the  morn, 

On  -which  the  Judge  and  I, 
At  Melroso  Abbey's  guarded  gates. 

For  guidance  did  apply. 
Soft  eyes  from  out  the  lattice  peeped,- 

A  welcome  voice,  but  shy, 
Said,  "I'll  encase  my  feet  from  dew, 

The  lawn  is  scarcely  dry." 

Then,  in  a  trice,  from  out  the  door, 

A  vision,  I'll  declare. 
Burst,  such  as  never  seemed  before 

Trauscendently  so  fair. 
That  tabernacle  of  ali-grace 

I  see  in  day-dreams  now : 
That  :^ure,  and  that  radiant  face. 

And  that  Madonna  brow ! 

Sir  "Walter  teUa  us,  as  we  know. 

To  see  Melrose  ar^ht, 
We  should  behold  its  ruined  walls 

Beneath  the  soft  moonlight. 
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The  dear  old  soul !  he  could  but  say 
'Twere  more  delightful  Aidemt, 

To  gather  its  traditions  up 
From  lips  of  such  a  maiden ! 

I  know  not  of  her  name  or  place, 

Nor  can  eonjectm-e  even 
Whether  on  eartli  still  beams  her  face, 

Or  one  new  star  decks  heaven. 
But,  living  yet,  a  health  this  night ! 

There's  not  a  flower  that  blows 
More  fragrant  on  the  bants  of  Tweed,— 

Fair  rose  of  fair  Melrose ! 

O,  Scotland  I  ever  bright'niiig  page 

In  my  memorial  volume ; 
For  all  thoa  hast,  and  art,  we'd  raise 

The  laudatory  column ! 
Thy  scenery,  thy  history, 

The  scrolls  thou  hast  unfuiied,— 
The  lanterns  thou  hast  set  abliiae 

To  lumine  all  the  world ; 

Let  others  speak  tonight  of  these, — 

As  fittingly  they  wiU.— 
Be  mine  my  pretty  text  to  keep — 

My  sweet  task  to  fulfill ; 
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To  sing  a  simple  heartfelt  strain, 

In  honor  of  dear  woman, 
Who  everywhere,  but  nowhere  more, 
Than  upon  Caledonia's  shore, 

Alhes  divine  with  human ! 
O,  I  am  growing  old  apace. 

And  yet— I  know  not  why — 
Kot  unneglected  ot  my  glance, 

The  lassies  pass  me  by. 
I  love  them  all ;— iair  flowers  they  are 

By  our  kind  Author  given. 
Vouchsafing  here  some  little  share 

And  foretaste  of  that  Heaven., — 

"Where,  let  us  hope,  we  all  shall  meet, 

And  on  the  blooming  heatlier,— 
The  otirer  side  of  Jordan's  stream, — 

Eoam  lovingly  together. 
So  I  conclude  with  sermon,  what 

Was  meant  to  bo  a  song, 
And,  in  a  word— God  bless  us  all!  — 

The  sermon  wasn't  long. 

s. : 
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SHAKESPEARE. 

LINES  READ  AT  THE  ANDrAL  BAHQUET  OF  ST.  GEOEGE's 
gOCtETY,  BRIDGEPOET  COKK.,   1877. 

Three  centuries  ago  tliere  trod 
The  banlcs  of  A-von,  up  and  down, 
One,  who  upbore  no  cartMy  crown, 
But  crowned  magnificent  o£  God. 

Imperial  soul  I  so  Tastly  stored 
From  out  the  treasuries  of  thought ; 
What  empyrean  realms  it  sought ; 
"What  undiscovered  heights  explored ! 

Shakespeare  !  Arch  Poet,  bard  subHme ; 
Seer,  autocratic  sage  profound ; 
How  shall  thy  crescent  fame  resound 
Through  all  the  corridors  of  time  ! 

Earth's  sceptred  kings  may  come  at  will, 
ind  each  abide  his  iitfcle  day ; 
And  strut  hia  while,  and  pass  away 
And  other  kings  their  places  fill ; 

But  THOU  shalt  still  assert  thy  throne, 
"Whose  grandeur  shall  attempt  in  vsan 
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SHAKEtiPEARM.  46 

All  lords  of  eartli ;  and  thou  shalt  reign 
Majestical,  eupreme,  alone  1 

For  thou  hast  cauglii  from  out  the  spheres 
Of  upper  air,  Promethean  fire. 
Proud  Hermit,  where  none  dare  asphe, 
Thou  seomest  the  retreat  of  years  ;— 

Tears  -which  shall  pass  us  laughing  by. 
And  leave  us  wi'ecked  on  Lethean  shore  ; 
Whilst  thou  shalt  live  forever  more 
In  thoughts  and  words  that  cannot  die ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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THE  FATHER  AND  THEEE  SONS. 

From  the  German. 

As  OLD  in  years,  and  rich  in  goods, 
And  flocka,  and  teeming  soil, 

A  sire  apportioned  to  his  sons 
The  product  of  his  toil. 

"One  diamond  ring,"  the  oM  man  said, 
"  Is  here,  which  I  withhold  ; 

It  shaU  be  his,  who  can  to  me 
The  noblest  act  unfold." 

Thereat  the  brothers  separate, 

And  go  their  several  ways ; 
And  to  their  aged  sire  retiu-n. 

At  lapse  of  many  days. 

Then  spake  the  eldest  brother:  "Hear  I 

A  stranger  all  his  hoard 
Entrusted  me ;  the  which  I  held, 

And  faithfully  restored ; 

"  Say,  Father,  may  I  not  presume 
To  claim  tlie  glittering  prize  ? 
How  looks  a  noble  deed  like  that, 
In  the  parental  eyes?" 
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TEE  FATHER  AND  THREE  SONS.  4' 

"You  did,  my  son,"— the  old  man  said— 

"What  diitj  bade  you  do. 
The  deed  was  good,~uot  noble  though, 

'T  was  simply,  to  be  tme." 

The  other  spate  i  "  As  journeyed  I 

Along  in  careless  way, 
I  heard  a  fearful  wild  outcry 

From  out  a  storm-tossed  bay. 

"  I  plunged  into  the  angry  wa^e, 

The  drowning  child  upbore ; 
And  saved  it  from  the  watery  grave,— 

Could  noble  man  do  more  ?" 

"My boy,"  the  sire  rephed,— "You  did 

What  mortals  here  below 
In  kindly  offices  of  love 

Unto  each  other  owe." 

"  The  youngest  spake  :  "  Upon  the  briuk 

Of  a  stupendous  steep- 
Unconscious  of  his  peril — lay 

My  enemy,  asleep. 

"  Within  my  hand  I  held  his  life,— 
One  thrust  had  hurled  him  o'er, — 
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I  drew  him  back ;  we  slew  oiir  strife. 
And  we  are  foes  no  more." 

"  O !"  said  tlie  sire,  with  loving  glanoe— 
"Hither  ray  noble  boy,  advance  I 
The  ring  is  thine !   Wehh  edler  Mutk  .' 
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THE  TRAMFS  SOLILOQUY.  4 

THE  TEAMP'S  SOLILOQUY. 

Last  night,  -within  the  Station  House, 

I  was  distinctly  floored. 
I  noticed,  while  I  had  my  bed, 

Therewith  I  had  my  board. 
But  now  it 's  morn,  and  breakfast  time ; 

I'll  sally  forth  and  beg. 
I'd  like  a  cup  of  old  Eohea, 

A  biscuit  and  an  egg. 

Well,  here's  a  place  seems  promising ; 

I'll  ring  the  kitchen  belL 
There's  something  luscious  broiling  there,— 

O,  what  deHcious  smell ! 
Ah  1  here  comes  Bridget ;— Pray,  my  dear, — 

Tour  cooking  I  admire, — 
Would  you  a  gracious  morsel  give 

To  quell  my  stomach's  ire? 

What's  this  she  says  ?— "  Begone,  you  wretchi 

Your  blarney  is  all  stuff; 
And  your  profession  'a  overdone,— 

We've  seen  and  heard  enough ! 
Begone,  I  say !  and  mind  you  this, — 

Don't  show  your  face  here  more." 
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With  that,  she  tosses  up  her  nose. 
And,  spiteful,  slams  tho  door. 

"Well,  well,  I'll  go  across  the  street, 

Aud  see  what  better  luck ; — 
A  saucier  girl,  in  all  my  rounds, 

I'm  sure  I  never  struck. 
O,  bo !  -what's  liere ! — a  boarding  house  :- 

I'll  make  anotker  dash  ; 
I  see  the  breakfast  bill  of  fare, — 

Fish-balls  and  mutton-hash. 


Now,  if  that  matron  had  but  thought 

To  serve  those  viands  -warmer, 
And  not  from  off  that  baby's  plate, 

I  -wotildn't  -wish  to  storm  her. 
Here,  pup  ;  here  kit !  come,  try  your  teeth 

And  talented  digestion  ;— 
I  pass — pass  out,  on  this  queer  game, 

Take,  eat ;  don't  ask  a  question  ! 

But  now,  'tis  getting  serious. 

And  -whither  shall  I  wond  ? 
A  lively  notion  strilies  my  mind, — 

The  labor-search  pretend. 
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TEE  TBAMFS  SOLILOQUY. 

Here's  Just  the  place ;  I  see  a  face 

Benevolent,  all  over ; — 
O,  lady  I  for  the  love  of  God, 

Some  work  for  me  discover  I 

I'm  travelling  by  night  and  day 

The  wide,  wide  country  through, 
To  find  some  steady  place  to  stay, — ■ 

Some  useful  thing  to  do. 
And  even  now  I'm  famishing, 

And  oh  !  were  I  but  fed, 
flow  gladly  would  I  scrub  that  walk. 

And  rake  that  flower-bed  I 


I  had  her  there  ;  that  tea  was  fine, — 

How  nice  the  ham  and  eggs ! 
The  pancakes  came  right  in  my  line  ; 

Once  more  I'm  on  my  pegs ! 
This  spoon  I'll  pawn  somewhere  away — 

T/hcn  many  days  have  sped ; 
O,  lady  !  here's  your  health ;  good  day  ! 

O,  slighted  flower-bed ! 
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BEAD  AT  F.  -W.  PABEOTT's  GOUJEN  ^TDDING,  BBIDGEPOET, 

CONM.,  MAY  10,  1877. 
The  golden  wedding  I  O,  reluctant  Muse ! 

Onco  more  be  wooed  from  out  thy  coy  retreat ; 
Smile  on  thy  humble  suppliant :  nor  refuse 

This  brilliant  tJirong,  this  honored  pair,  to  greet. 

Semi-Centennial  I   what  a  lapse  of  years, 

Since  these  good  friends  in  wedlock  clasped  the 
hand, 

And  forth,  with  alternating  hopes  and  fears — 
Adventured  the  long  stroll  upon  Time's  strand. 

I  leam  to  honor,  as  I  older  grow, — 

As  I  would  fain  bo  honored,  were  it  mine 

So  long  to  live ;  the  "  gude  folk' '  whom  I  know, 
Whose  history  reaches  to  the  far  "  lang  syne." 

Half  century  ago  ; — Exceeding  queer ! — 

This  couple  strayed  beneath  the  soft  moonlight. 

How  many  forms,  like  mine,  which  were  not  here, 
Ai-G  gathered  to  congratulate,  this  night ! 

For  we  were  dead  ; — out  in  the  void  somewhere  ;— 
As  dead  we  shortly  hence  again  shnll  be;— 
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The  world  moved  on  without  ua ;  -while  this  pair 
Were  living,  breathing,  loving  souls  as  we. 

The  samfc  hills  here  reflected  the  same  sun ; 

The  same  fields  spread  their  carpeture  of  green  ; 
The  same  bright  river  sought  its  course  to  nm  ; 

The  same  sweet  stars  looked  out  from  Heaven  se- 
rene; 
And  most  of  us  were,  where,~-0  strange!  wo  dread 

Once  more  in  course  of  natui-e  to  withdraw ; 
In  realms,  where  kindred  souls  each  other  wed, 

And  Love,  we  trust,  is  universal  law. 

O,  what  poetic  sermon  would  we  sing,— 

So  the  kind  muse,  would  breathe  into  the  strain ; — 

But  ah !  she  flitteth  with  uncertain  wing  ; 
I  strive  to  grasp  a  feather,  but  in  vain ! 

Half  century  ago,  my    friends,  is  something  of   a 

while. 
It  means  a  toilsomo  journey,  friends,  and  many  a 

weary  mUe. 
And  when  we  greet  the  man  and  wife,  who  all  that 

length  of  time 
Have  clung  together ;   prose  is  dull,  and  thought 

should  dress  in  rhyme. 
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478  POEMS. 

For  what  a  theme  it  opens  up  to  tlie  poetic  pen ! 
And  what  perspective  stretches    out    betwixt  the 

"Now"  and  "  Then." 
What  memories  it    congregates    in   overwhelming 

throng, 
To  challenge  all  the  force  of  speech,  and  melody  of 

song ! 

I  see  in  distant  retrospect,  the  sturdy,  sti-iving 
boy. 

Ambitious,  all  his  energy  in  Iife-%vork  to  employ ; 

To  give  the  world  endeavors  best ;  and,  in  return 
demand 

Some  recognition  of  his  worth,  at  this  world's  jeal- 
ous hand. 

Here  was  ho  to  the  manor  bom  ; — a  native  of  the 

soil ; — ■ 
Here,  spent  his  childhood  and  his  youth  ;  and  here 

his  manly  toU. 
Coui'ageous  and  laborious,  these  many  years  aloi^ ; — 
O,  what  career  more  fi.t  to  be  enwoven  into  song ! 

Life's  real  heroes  ^n't  wear  stai'  and  garter  all  the 

time ; 
Your  quiet,  unassuming  men  are  fittest  theme  for 

rhyme. 
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LiSES.  4:79 

I  know  some  steeds  upon  parade  evoke  a  loud  ap- 
plause, 

But  in  the  long  run  give  to  me  the  faithful  one 
that  DEAWS ! 

Some  men  produce,    while    more    consume ; — this 

friend,  his  whole  life  o'er. 
Has  added,  not  subtracted,  in  the  count  of  earthly 

store  \ 
Grown  rich,  perhaps  ;^within  a  home  where  luxuries 

surround  it, — 
-He'll  leave  at  last  his  neighborhood  much   richer 

than  he  found  it. 

So,  as  the  soft  approaches  come,  of  life's  late  after- 
noon, 

Fain  would  we  summon  the  fond  muse,  in  Hghtly 
sandaled  shoon 

Hither  approach ;  and  for  the  nonce,  with  smiling 
face,  look  down. 

And  deck  this  septuagenary  brow  with  fittuig 
crown. 

But  hush  I  we  can  but  apprehend,  there'll  be  domes- 
tie  strife, 

I,  right  here, — the  muse  pays  some  attention 
to  the  wife ! 
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480  FOMMS. 

O,  what  a  pretty  girl  iras  she !  with  glance  so  bright 

yet  tender, 
"Which  brought  tho  boy  upon  his  Imee,  and  bade  his 

heart  surrender. 

We'll  not  narrate  the  courtship  scenes  enacted  by 
this  pair, — 

As  intimated  heretofore,  we  were  engaged  else- 
where.— 

Had  we  been  here,  officious  aid  had  hardly  been  al- 
lowed. 

Two — then  as  now — was  company ;  but  tlixee,  too 
b%  a  crowd. 

Tradition  has  it,  that  the  gu-1  had  many  a  sighing 
bean; 

And,  for  a  time,  not  wholly  smooth,  Love's  rivulet 
did  flow ; 

And  yet  our  hero  broke  the  ice,  and  did  not  yield 
nor  faltsr, 

But  persevered  until  he  lod  his  lady  to  the  al- 
tar. 

Though  his  has  been  a  good  success,  tho  world's  af- 
fairs amid, 

His  marriage  was  the  smartest  thing,  we  think  he 
ever  did. 
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A  faithful  helpmeet  be  acquired ;  a  loYing  wife  and 

motter  ;— 
So  he  could  say  through  all  these   years ; — "  there 

never  lived  such  other." 

She  helped  him  toil  and  calculate ;  fond  babes  to 

him  she  bore ; 
She  aided  to  accumulate  in  basket  and  in  store ; 
And  sometimes— barely  possible— lier  sceptre  -was 

the  ladle, 
To  make  "  creation's  lord"  sit  down,  and  rock  that 

boisterous  cradle ! 

Tet  she  was  a  true  heroine ;  how  often  have  I  heard, 
She'd  let  him  come  home  lat-e  o'  nights,  and  never 

say  a  word ! 
I  state  this  for  the  benefit  of  other  ladies  here- 
One,  in  particular,  I  see,  I  think  is  "  on  her  car." 

O,  I  might  sing  the  livelong  night,  to  coax  a  cry  or 

laugh ; 
You  notice,   what   I'm  dealing  out,   is  something 

"half  and  half  ;"— 
But  these   old   people,  you  can   see   at  superficial 

glance. 
Are  growing  dreadful  frisky,  and  impatient  for  the 

dance! 
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So,  let  the  hcai'iy  bugler   blow  liis  most  arousing 

horn! 
Eing,  bells  I  Attune  the  jocund  hours  t  don't  let's  go 

home  till  morn ! 
But,  when  we  go ; — ^both  glad  and  sad,- — how  must 

we  aU  agree— 
"Wliat  -we  have  seen   this  nuptial   tide,  we   never 

more  may  see ! 

S.  B.  S. 


,1  Google 


MORS. 

I DBEAMED  there  was  a  luxury  in  death. 

Fond  friends  and  kindred  round  the  couch  were 
sighing, 
"While  there  in  state,  quiescent,  I  was  lying, 

Awaiting  calmly  the  expiring  breath. 

It  seemed,  as  on  a  throne  I  was  uplifted, 
So  aU  surrounding  faces  gaaed  on  me ; — ■ 

0,  liad  I  been  with  tongue  of  angel  gifted, 
How  had  I  half  disclosed  what  I  could  see! 

I  saw,  with  rapt  and  beatihc  Yision, 

Worlds  far  beyo)id,  and  O,  so  far  aboye  1 

Where,  midst  the  empyrean  spheres  elyeian. 
The  seraphs  love  to  live,  and  live  to  love. 

Then,  all  at  once,  at  beck  of  some  supernal 

And  glorious  being — radiance  o'er  her  head — 
I  seemed  to  soar  into  the  realms  eternal. 
And  earth's  poor  grovellers  pronounced  me  "  dead. " 
S.  B.  a 
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SPRINa. 

She  comes  !  I  know  her  footsteps  as  they  fall 
On  this  glad  earth,  so  gloriously  drest, 

Once  more  in  all  her  bowers  to  install 

This  new-borr>  goddess,  this  dehghtftil  guest. 

She  comes !  I  scent,  in  violet  and  rose. 

Her  perfumed  garments  as  she  trips  along; 

How  every  apple-blossomed  ringlet  flows. 
As  she  moves  on — a  personated  song! 

She  comes  I  the  forest  trees  are  all  awake ; 

The  cataract  exults  ;  the  warm  sun  shines ; 
The  birds  their  southern  fastnesses  forsake, 

To  build  once  more  their  nests  in  northern  pinea. 

She  comes !  the  boys  and  girls  are  all  aglee ; 

The  coasting  and  the  skating  days  are  past. 
"  Good-bye,  decrepid  Winter !  here  comes  she ! 

We  love  her  after  aU,  the  first  and  last ! " 

She  comes !  best  season  of  the  rolling  yeai'S,— 
Most  welcome ;  would  we  doubt  the  reason  why  ? 

She  teUs  us  every  time  she  re-appears  : 
"The  dead  shall  rise  again ;  ye  cannot  die !  " 

S.  B.  S. 
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ALBERT* 

Not  wrapped  in  memory's  spell, 
But  ill  some  other  self  enshrined ; 

Absorbed,  yet  free  to  dwell 
Y/ithin  the  frescoed  chambers  of  the  mind. 

Unnumbered  scenes  are  set, 
Dktinct,  but  incomplete  they  seem ; 

As  when  a  heart  regret 
Swells  to  the  anguished  outcry  of  a  dream. 

Mid  twUight  views  of  years, — 
Serene— exalting — yet  oppressed  ; — 

Wherein  the  boy  appears 
I've  rocked  a  thousand  times  upon  my  breast. 

'Tia  but  a  flashing  look, 
I  wish  and  wish  not  to  prolong ! 

'Tis  caught,  then  quick  forsook  : 
The  wdd,  weird  witchery  of  his  infant  song ! 

And  then  consummate  skill 
On  hai-ps  of  most  melodious  string, 

*  Albert  waa  reiumiag,  wlien.  drowned  at  'EaUta^,  from  a  two 
yeaiB'  residence  in.  Europe.  He  waa  a  fine  mnsioian,  and  musical 
composer.  Hia  mnsieal  worlie  haye  been  collected  and  pnblisbed 
in  an.  elegant  volume,  by  0.  Ditson  &  Co.,  Boston. 
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Bequeaths  the  ecstatic  thrill, — 
Tlie  sorcery  Genius  summons,  weaves  and  fl 


Again  those  pictures  come 
Of  peaceful  sail ;  of  wrecking  shocks  I 

The  captain  steeped  in  rum. 
Tossing  his  vessel  on  the  jagged  rocks  1 

O  God  I  amid  the  roar 
Of  -waves  and  muds ;  'mid  women's  cries  ; 

Did  that  sweet  spirit  soar, 
Bathed  in  symphonious  echoes  from  the  skies ! 

Child  of  last  hope  and  fears ! 
Youth,  with  seraphic  rhythm  endowed  I 

Comrade  of  choicest  years, 
A  brother's  soul  above  thy  grave  is  bowed ! 

C.  A.  S. 
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THE  PEODIGAL  SON.  487 

THE  PEODIGAL  SON. 

Since  I  heard  Doctor  Chapin  a  certain  Lord's  day, 
His  Sabbath  evangel  from  Heaven  convey, 
I  remember  the  service— how  fitly  begun, — 
As  he  read  the  old  parable — "  Prodigal  Son." 

As  that  voice,  so  magnificent, — rendered  the  text, 
A  stranger  enraptured,  whose  seat  was  just  next, 
Accosted  me  thns  :  "  How  the  God-man  in  Glory,— 
I  speak  reverential ; — could  tell  a  sweet  story ! " 

'  The  prodigal  son !  I  would  touchingly  bid 
Every  prodigal  son  to  do  just  as  he  did. 
Tou're  a  prodigal  now ;  you  need  only  return, 
To  discover  what  hearts  for  yonr  welcoming  yearn. 

No  matter  what  goods  and  what  hours  you  have 


No  matter  how  far  from  life's  duty  you've  wan- 
dered. 

There's  a  sun,— aye,  a  Son  !— on  your  pathway  to 
shine, 

Through  a  lens  that's  aU  human,  but  O,  how  divine ! 

The  good  brother  was  jealotis ;  he  stayed  on  the 

farm, 
Aud  faithfully  wrought  with  laborious  arm  ; 
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No  matter ;— reserved  with  a  fatherly  care. 
In  the  old  man's  heart's  chambers,  a  place  was  still 
there ! 

And  the  boy ; — we'll  acknowledge  his  courses  were 

■wild, 
But  he  learned  the  sad  lessons ;  and,  once  more  a 

child, 
From  the  dreadful  deceits  of  the  world  would  fam 

come 
Penitential  to  beg  for  the  old  home,  at  home  1 

Did  the  fond  sire  reject  him?    The   Gospel   shall 

smg,— 
"  Bring  forth  fatted  calf ;  the  best  robe ;  the  bright 

ring! 
With  the  echoes  of  merriment,  household,  resound ! 
For  our  dead  is  aUve,  and  our  lost  one  is  found !  " 

O,  THIS  is  Beligion  1  we're  prodigak  aU, 
"Who  inhabit  and  tread  this  teiTestrial  ball ; 
But,  for  sinner,  transgressor,  for  every  one — 
There  is  hope ; — read  the  story ;  tie  prodigal  son. 
S.  B.  S. 
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SEOROIANNA. 


GEOEGIANNA. 


O,  BoaOM  friend  of  many  years  ! 
Partaker  of  my  hopes  and  fears  ;— 
Eejoicing  when  I  did  rejoice, 
And,  -when  I  wept,  with  gentle  Toice, 
And  sympathetic  words,  assuaging 
The  agony  -within  me  raging  ;— 
Fond  mother  of  fond  babes  of  mine ; 
"Priestess,  at  our  domestic  shrine  ; 
Sunlight  of  our  domestic  hearth  ; — 
This  benizon,  of  httle  worth, 
Take  from  thine  ardent  swain  of  yore, 
"Whose  love  hath  ripened  more  and  more  ; — 
Georgianna ! 

Strange  I  how  as  people  come  and  go, 
I  chanced  that  sparkling  lass  to  know. 
From  out  her  eye  there  flashed  one  dart. 
Wliich  quite  transfixed,  and  won  my  heart. 
I  yielded  all  I  was,  and  had  ; 
Too  fortunate,  too  proud,  too  glad 
To  clasp  as  mine  that  faithful  hand, 
And  tneel  beneath  the  silken  band. 
Which  bound  us  happily  in  one, 
As  was  our  wedded  life  begun  ; 

Georgianna ! 
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Wliat  treastu-6  in  my  chosen  mate, 
No  cliosen  words  can  fitly  state. 
All  our  experionces  through, 
Thou  Last  been  constant,  loving,  true. 
In  all  YJcissitudea  of  life 
Thou  stand'st  approved, — a  model  wife  ! 
Majhap  our  grandchildren  may  read 
These  words,  and  give  them  reverent  heed ; 
Georgianna ! 

The  years  roll  on  ;— 'tis  growing  lato, — 
And  we  anon  must  separate; 
But  somewhere,  on  some  shining  shore,— 
Where  amaranth  blooms  evermore, — 
Ijet's  hope,  the  good  God  -will  permit. 
That,  re-united,  we  may  sit. 
And  hear  sweet  strains  of  music  sounding, 
Where  Heaven's  grand  minstrelsy  resounding 
Shall  welcome  to  the  scenes  above 
The  earth-born  souls  moat  meet  for  love  ; 
Georgianna ! 

Meanwhile,  be  thou,— as  thou  hast  been,— 
Within  this  home  enthroned  as  queen. 
Still  give,  from  thy  resorarces  ample, 
Oui-  children,  precept  and  example ; 
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GEOUGIANMA.  49 

Be  my  first  critic  as  thou  hast,— 
Mentor  unknown  through  all  the  past ; 
And  where  or  how  otir  lines  may  be. 
Beam  on  my  pathway  ;  cleave  to  me  ; 
Georgianna ! 

S.  B.  S. 
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OTJE  FATHER. 

Brother  I  we  cannot  close  these  waifs  of  ours, 
Until  upon  tliat  honored  grave  we  place,— 
"Witli  filial  and  with  reverential  grace, — 
A  simple  garland  of  memorial  flowers.  * 

A  man  not  only  good  and  trae,  but  great, — 

To  U9,  indeed,  almost  a  demi-god; 

His  smile  was  bliss ;  his  frown  was  gloom  ;  his  nod 

Oracular ;  his  lightest  speech  was  weight. 

"Whoe'er  would  meet  his  logic,  must  prepare  ; 
"Whoe'er  impugn  his  honor,  must  take  heed  ; 
"Whoe'er  his  learning  would  attempt,  must  read ; 
"Whoe'er  would  tell  him  falsehood,  must  beware. 

Imperious  oft,  and  with  his  thoi^hts  astray, 
How  would  he  sometimes  overawe  us  boys. 
How  well  admonished  then  to  hush  our  noise, 
Aad  shift  elsewhere  our  racket,  and  our  play. 

Yet  we  remember,  in  his  leisure  hour,— 
The  golden  moments  of  his  care's 
How  would  he,  giving  else  a  brief  r 
Abundant  floods  of  warm  afi'eetion  shower. 
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OVB  FATHEB. 


"What  fund  of  -wisdom,  wit.and  anecdote 
Prom  that  prolific  intellect  outpoured ! 
How  apt,  how  laYish,  from  his  memory  stored, 
Could  he  tiie  royal  bards  and  sages  quote ! 
How  Judges  hearkened  ;  and  the  learn(?d  Shaw 
Exclaimed,  as  he,  our  father,  argued  oft 
With  riyals  of  that  day,  on  themes  aloft, 
"  He  came  to  Berkshire  county  to  learn  law." 
But  oh  !  before  the  "  august  twelve,"  how  vast, 
How  irresistible,  o'erwhelmmg  powers 
-Our  Biro  displayed  ;  as  through  unheeded  hours, 
Spellbound  he  held  his  willing  captives  fast ! 
"We  tnow  some  httler  men  had  larger  sphere,— 
And  we  have  lived  the  why  to  understand  ; — 
But  -when  and  where  he  spake,  was  to  command  ; 
He  feared  no    anakim,— he  was  their  peer ! 

How  oft,  in  afternoon  of  Sabbath  day, 

Would  ho  the  psalmist  and  the  seer  mtone ; 

Voicing  the  sacred  text,  as  he  alone 

Could  render  words  earth's  saints  were  born  to  sa; 

(And  there  our  mother  and  our  sister  sat,~ 
What  specimens  of  glorious  womanhood  I— 
Both  gone  ;— O  God !  I  would  not,  if  I  could, 
Be-break  my  heart  upon  a  theme  like  that !) 
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494  POEMS. 

Brother !  whafce'er  we  fail  of,  or  acquire  ; 
Wliate'er  we  lose  in  fature,  or  secure ; 
One  fixed,  irrevocable  boon  is  sure,— 
The  certain  sonship  of  a  noble  sire. 

S.  B.  S. 
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Tempaiaiice,  Education  and  Sodal  Keform. 


,1  Google 


311E   AUTHORS     rUBUHHlNO    CO.  B   KLW    lHJC.i^B, 

PRAOTIOAX,  THOUGHT. 

Mercantile  Prices  and  Profits; 

Or  tlie  Valuation  of  Commodities  for  a  i'air  Trii'le, 
Bv  M  11.  PiLON.  Haudsomely  printed,  Svo.,  paper, 
100  pp., In  Press. 

Monetary  Feasts  and  Famines ; 

Labor,  Values,  Prices,  Foreign  and  Fair  Trade ,  Scarcity 
of  MoneyandtheCausesof  Inflation.  By  M.R.Pilon, 
author  of  "The  Grangers."  Uniform  witli  "The 
Grangers,"— (III  Press.) 

Gold  and  Free  Banks: 

Ways  to  arrive  at  the  Demonetization  of  (toW  and 
Silver,  and  tlie  establisliment  of  Private  Banlis  under 
control  of  the  National  Government.  By.  M.  B. 
PiLON,  anthor  of  "  The  Gi-angera."  Fifth  Edition. 
8vo.,  186  pp.,  paiier  cover,       .        .         Frice  75  cenK. 
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The  Manuscript  Manual : 

How  to  Prepare  Manuaeripta  for  the  Press— practl^ 
and  to  the  point.    Paper,  26  pp.,  8vo.     Price  10  cents. 
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